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PREFACE. 



The following little tale was written by a lady 
for the use of a young member of her own 
family. 

The Editor has merely recommended its pub- 
lication, and suggested a few verbal corrections. 



But it is hoped that it may prove no valueless 
addition to a class of literature now much 
needed, which may interest the young under 
the form of narrative, and exhibit, at the same 
time, a Christian tone and temper, and Christian 
truth, without obtruding either in a manner 
unsuited to a work of amusement. 
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The Editor has willingly undertaken to 
revise the publication, under the impression 
that books intended for the young should, as 
much as possible, be superintended by some 
clergyman, who may be responsible for their 
principles. 



February 6, 1844. 



NOTICE. 

The Fablishers of this work beg to state that it is private 
property, protected by the late Copyright Act, the 5 and 6 
Victoria, c. 45. They beg also to state, that any person having 
in his possession, within the United Kingdom, for sale or hire, 
one or more copies, printed abroad, of any English work pro- 
tected by the Act referred to, is liable to a penalty, which, in 
cases affecting their interest, they intend to enforce. 

The Public are farther informed, that the Act 5 and 6 
Victoria, c. 47, s. 24, prohibits the importation of all works 
printed in foreign cotmtries, of which the copyright is not 
expired. Even single copies, though for the especial use of 
the importers, and marked with their names, are excluded ; 
and the Customs officers in the different ports are strictly 
enjoined to carry this regulation into effect. 

N,B: — The above regulations are in force in all British 
colonies and dependencies, as well as in the United Kingdom. 
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CHAPTER I. 



In a remote picturesque village, on the borders of one 
of the few remaining forests in England, was situated 
the home of Amy Herbert. It was a lovely cottage, 
with a thatched roof and latticed windows, covered 
with creepers and roses, and standing upon a smooth 
velvet lawn, which gentJy sloped to the edge o^*i clear 
stream, that flowed sparkling along at the bottom of 
the garden. A smsdl but very beautiful pleasure- 
ground divided it from the forest, which stretched far 
away behind for many miles, whilst in the front it 
conunanded a view over the village of Emmerton, 
with its. scattered dwellings and its grey church-tower, 
and the distant country beyond. The interior of the 
cottage consisted of a drawing-room with windows 
opening upon the lawn, a small study, a dining-room 
which looked out on the most retired part of the garden, 
and several bedrooms; and it was here that Amy 
Herbert passed the earliest and the happiest portion 
of her life : and though to some it might have seemed 
that her pleasures could have been but few, as she had 
no companions of her own age, not many servants to 
wait upon her, and no money to expend on whatever 
might be the fancy of the moment, yet it may be 

VOL. I. B 



• 



2 AMY HERBERT. 

doubted whether any of those who have been brought 
up in the midst of luxury have ever spent so happy a 
childhood as hers. For Amy lived in her quiet home 
with the mother who to her was all in all ; and when 
she sat by her side at work, or read to her aloud, or 
walked with her, or listened to her sweet voice as she 
sang her favourite songs, she had not a wish for any 
thing else that the world could give. In the sunmier, 
Amy's mornings were employed in learning from her 
mother all that was considered necessary for the edu- 
cation of a lady ; for Mrs Herbert, besides possessing 
a well cultivated mind, understood both music and 
drawing, and spared neither time nor trouble in en- 
deavouring to give her child a taste for the same pur- 
suits. The afternoons were often spent in an arbour, 
shut out from the view of every passer-by, where Amy 
read to her mother the books which most inl«rested 
her; and in the evening she generally walked with her 
into the village, either to inquire after some of their 
poor neighbours, or to pay a visit to the rectory, 
where the affection with which she was received was 
always a source of enjoyment, though there were no 
children to be her play-fellows. Occasionally, also, 
Amy would persuade her mother to wander with her 
into the forest, and there, leaving her seated on the 
trunk of some old tree with her book or her work, she 
would search amongst the thick underwood for wild 
flowers or wood strawberries, and return to her, 
triumphantly laden, as she said, with spoils; and when 
the falling dews, and the gathering twilight told that 
it was the hour of rest. Amy, kneeling in her chamber, 
repeated her evening prayers, and, after receiving her 
mpther's last 'fond kiss and her fervent blessing, laid 
her head upon her pillow, to dream of the joys of the 
past day and the interests of the coming morrow. 

The winter also brought its delights : the warm fire- 
side in the morning, and the quick walk in the middle 
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of the day when the sun was shining and the earth 
glittering with the frost, and the tsdes of days and 
people long gone by, with which Mrs Herbert would 
amuse her little girl in the dusky twilight ; whilst in 
the evening came the bright lamp and the hissing urn, 
to make them forget that there was any thing like cold 
or discomfort to be endured without. And so Amy's 
childhood passed tranquilly on ; not that it was entirely 
free from interruptions and disappointments, or that 
she was always able to follow her own inclinations ; 
for there were gloomy days, and causes of vexation, 
and she had faults which, at times, interfered with her 
happiness ; but her annoyances were soon over, and 
whenever she gave way to any evil feelings, either of 
ill temper, indolence, or carelessness, the sorrowful 
expression of her mother's countenance, and the grave 
tone of her voice, never &iled to recall her quickly to 
a better mind. 

There were, besides, other pleasures to vary the 
regularity of Amy's life ; a drive in the rector's 
carriage to the neighbouring town, or an invitation to 
drink tea at the parsonage, or, what she most delighted 
in, a long walk with her mother, to wander over a 
large old house, which was about two miles distant 
from the cottage, and situated on the same side of the 
forest, though in a different direction from the village. 
Emmerton Hall was indeed a most interesting place ; 
the house — the work of ages passed away— ^was of 
grey stone, deeply stained by exposure to the severity 
of many a wintry storm. It was a large irregular 
building, with high gable ends, deep oriel windows*, 
turrets with pointed pinnacles, and heavy clustering 
chimneys nearly hidden by masses of the rich dark ivy 
which covered a great proportion of the walls ; the 
principal front consisted of the original three-gabled 
house and two projecting wings, which had been added 
at a later period, and along its whole length extended 
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a broad gravel terrace divided &om the other part of 
the grounds bj a etone balustrade, and ornamented 
at regular intervals with large Italian vases. From 
lliis terrace a flight of steps at each end descended to 
tbe pleasure garden, which was laid out in green 
lawns, and shrubberies, and winding walks, and 
bounded bj a clear sheet of water flowing through the 
whole of the demesne; on the other side of the water 
stretched a richly wooded park that had once formed 
a portion of the forest, whilst from the terrace might 
be seen bejond this a wide expanse of lovely country, 
— com fields, meadows, villages, and churches, blended 
together in the soft niista of tlie distance, and termi- 
nated by the feint shadow which marked the outline of 
one of tbe highest ranges of hills in all England, 

To the right of the house the ground rose abruptly 
in a hill of considerable height, the sides of which had 
been partly formed into smooth grassy terraces, and 
partly planted with beech, ash, elm, and oak trees, 
and amongst these many walks were cut, ascending 
gradually to the top, and opening at length upon a 
line of down, from whence might be discovered a view 
so extensive as to reach even to the glittering waves 
of the ocean. 

At the back and to the left of the mansion, the 
grounds were of great extent, and stiU beyond them 
lay the park, carrying the eye into deep hollows and 
sunny glades, till ite furthest trees were lost amongst 
die rich foliage of the adjacent forest. 

Such was tbe exterior of Emmerton Hall, and the 
interior suited well with it in beauty. The oldest 
part of the building consisted, indeed, of long bw 
chambers, wainscotled with dark oak, and giving an 
idea of eolerrmity, if not of gloom ; but the wings, 
which were of a later date, contained spacious saloons, 
and lai^e lofty drawing-rooms, hung with paintings, 
and rich in splendid, though old-fashioned, Himiture, 
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that would have done honour to the paUice of the 
proudest noble in the land. It was not amongst these, 
however, that Amy Herbert found her chief enjoy- 
ment, — she cared little for the more modem additions; 
but her great pleasure was to wander through the long 
passages, and explore the dark rooms which had for 
years been disused, while the silent mansion echoed 
with the gay sounds of her young voice, as she dis- 
covered some hitherto unknown closet, or started 
back, half amused and half frightened, at the grim 
visage of some valiant knight or ancient lady which 
stared at her from the walls. 

There was a chapel, too, attached to the house; and 
great was Amy's delight to look down fi'om the private 
gallery that had been specially reserved for the ladies 
of the fkmjlj, upon the massive oaken seats ranged on 
each side of the narrow aisle, and while the rays of 
the sun, streaming through the painted glass of the 
east window, lighted up every comer of the building 
with a rich unearthly hue, to people them in her own 
imagination with the servants and retainers who she 
had been told once occupied them daily. 

For the first few years of her life Amy's visits to 
Emmerton Hall had been those of unmixed happiness; 
but as she grew older, and learnt to feel more and 
more that no joy was complete unless her mother 
could share it with her, she began to perceive that, 
however willingly Mrs Herbert might grant her peti- 
tion to visit the old house, and however patiently she 
might wait whilst she satisfied all her childish curiosity, 
yet, at their return home, there was always a look of 
sorrow on her countenance, and sometimes even a tear 
glistening in her eye ; and the cause of this she was 
soon able to understand, for Enmierton had been to 
Mrs Herbert all that the little cottage was to Amy. 
It had been the scene of her earliest pleasures — the 
home of her childhood — the spot where she had d\velt 
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with poreDls, brothers, sislera, and friends, wl 
now, tiome dead, some scaltcrcd in distant cou 
and all so far from her as to make her feel loni 
sad in llie hutts where once she had known lit 
enjoyment. But it was not till Amy had 
reached Ler twellUi year that she became aware 
increasing extent of the painful feelings excited ii 
mother's mind by these visits to the Hall, Oi 
the first year of her marriage Mrs Herbert had 
at the cottage, but her family were s '" 

.Enimerton, and the separation was merely m 
After that time the death of her father and 
broke, in a great degree, the ties which had hot 
to her early home; for her brother, on whom 
perty devolved, had married a lady whose pi 
position suited but ill with Mrs Herbert's meek 
' and when, on the death of a relation, Mr Hi 
became the owner of a still finer estate It 
county, Emmerton was almost deserted. It 
he returned to it occasionally, but his visits 
and loss frequent ; and although the stewt 
housekeeper were ordered to keep it in coEgj 
repair, it was only as a place for show, and bet 
his pride would not permit him to sell or let Bj 
family residence. t 

All this was a great trial for Mrs Herbert, tj 

I whilst Colonel Herberi was with her, it was con 
tively but little felt ; but the duties of his prd 
at last called him to a foreign land, and it wai 
that she fii'st knew the real loneliness of her siti 
the only alleviation being the society of herfiii 
the parsonage, and the delight of receiving a 
and cheerful letters from abroad. At the | 
however, just mentioned, when Amy was about 
years of age, the time appointed for Colonel He 
absence had expired ; but no news had been re 
from liim for a considerable time. Post afld? 
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arrived without letters £rom him. Friends came back 
from the country to which he had been sent, but none 
brought intelligence of him. Mrs Herbert's heart sank 
withm her, the most, sad forebodings took possession 
of her mind, and even the company of Amy often 
served only to increase her melancholy, as it reminded 
her more forcibly of the probable failure of those 
visions of ftiture happiness, in which she had indulged 
when dwelling upon the prospect of her husband's 
return to his native land, to spend the remamder of 
his days with her and with his child. 

Continued anxiety at length seriously affected Mrs 
Herbert's health ; and even Amy, young as she was, 
became sensible of it, and learnt to look eagerly for the 
daily post, in hopes that it might bring some letter 
which would make her mother smile again as she had 
been used to do, while she seldom expressed a wish to 
go to Emmerton, since it only added to Mrs Herbert's 
depression, by reminding her of the absence of her 
relations as well as of that of her husband. Still Amy 
did not fully enter into the causes of her mother's 
uneasiness ; and when she stationed herself at the 
white garden-gate every morning to watch for the old 
postman, it was with a feeling of expectation very 
dififerent from the nervous eagerness with which Mrs 
Herbert longed for his arrival. 

"Here he is, mamma!" she exclaimed joyously, 
as she ran to the drawing-room window one lovely 
summer morning, after having waited unusually long 
at the gate. " Here he is! just turning the comer of 
the lane. Do let me go and meet him ; I shall bring 
the letters much quicker than he will, and there must 
be one from papa to-day." 

Mrs Herbert half smiled as she kissed her child's 
forehead, and parted her dark ringlets. " You may 
go, love," she said ; and Amy waited to hear no more. 
In a minute she was at the end of the lane, entreating 
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the old postman to give iier tlie letters ; but he waa 
both deaf and obstinate, and resolved that no one 
should have the honour of delivering them but him- 
self j and Amy, after repeatedly urging her request in 
vain, returned disappointed to her mother. The delay 
had but increased Sirs Herbert's painful anxiety ; and 
when the man appeared with the letter — for there was 
but one — she felt as if she had scarcely the power to 
take it from him. 

" It is from papa, I am sure," said Amy ; but Mrs 
Herbert shook her head, and her face became very 
pale as she saw tlie deep bla<-,k edge. With a trem- 
bling hand she tore open the letter ; and Amy seeing 
that something unusual was the matter, looked ear- 
nestly in her face while she read. For a moment her 
mother's countenance wore the appearance of intense 
anguish, but it was soon succeeded by an expression 
of comparative relief; and when she had concluded, 
although she was grave and melancholy, yet it was 
evident that the news had not been what she so much 
dreaded, 

" Is it from papa } " asked Amy ; " and is he quito 
well, and coming home soon f " 

" It is from your uncle Harrington, my dear," said 
Mrs Herbert: "he gives me no information about 
your papa, and he writes in great distress," 

"Why, why, mamma!" exclaimed Amy eagerly, 
" does it make you unhappy too f " 

" Yes," said Mrs Herbert ; " I must always be sad 
when I know that your uncle is in aiBiction. You 
have lost your cousin Edward, Amy; be has died 

(juife suddenly, and " but here Mrs Herbert 

paused, for her voice failed her. Amy endeavoured 
to comfort her ; but it was not in her power to stop 
the course of her mother's grief, and for a few minutes 
shegavewaj' to it without restraint ; and then rousing 
herself, slic said, " I ought to be iJiankful that I have 
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been spared a still greater ^ial ; for, though I can feel 
bitterly for my poor brother, it would have been fetf 
worse if I had known Edward well ; and one thing, 
Amy, which will give you pleasure in the midst of all 
. this sorrow is, that your uncle tells me he intends 
coming to Enmierton immediately ; and he begs me 
to go there, and give orders for every thing being 
prepared for them." 

^^ To Emmerton, mamma !" exclaimed Amy with 
delight, forgetting what had given rise to this sudden 
plan. "Will they really come to Emmerton — ^my 
uncle, and aunt, and all my cousins ? Oh ! you will 
look happy again then." 

" I will try to do so, at least," said Mrs Herbert ; 
" for it is only selfishness to destroy your happiness, 
my dear child, by anxiety, which you cannot under- 
stand. But, indeed, you must not expect any great 
enjoyment at first ; for your uncle's letter speaks of 
himself and all the &mily as being in the greatest 
distress." 

" Ah I but," said Amy, " when they come to Em- 
merton they must be cheerful. To be sure, she 
added, lookingly suddenly grave, " it is very sad to 
think that Edward will not be with them ; but then, 
mamma, I daresay he is gone to heaven, so why 
should they be so very sorry?" 

" Should not you be very sorry to part from me. 
Amy, if I were to die ? and yet I trust that when it 
shall please God that I should do so. He vdll take me 
to heaven." 

" O mamma I don't talk so," said Amy, her eyes 
filling with tears ; " you know I should be so miser- 
able. I should die too." 

" No, my love," replied Mrs Herbert, " I hope you 
would not die ; for you may always be happy whether 
I am with you or not, when you have God to watch 
over you ; but I wished to show you that you must 
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not cxpcci oiJicr people to ]je loag florrowl'ul tLan j 
would be yourself in euph a aituation. Your com 
will, of coui'Be, he unhappy when they firat otaoi 
Emmerton." 

" But when will it be ? " asked Amy. 

" Not till tho week after next," answered ] 
Herbert ; " for tbe house must be made ready 

"Oil! such, a long, long time!" sighed ^ 
" There are five days to tlie end of this week 
tiien will they come on the Monday week atW| 

" They have not fixed ttic day, my dear, so yol 
try and wait patiently, I know," said Mis Henl 
" and now yon must get your lessons and re 
yourself tliis morning, for I ivisb to be alone 

Tills was not pleasant news to Amy, but slie ] 
no objection, and with her book in her hand 
herself at tho window. It was a harder taak tc 
on that morning than she had ever before foui 
for, notwithstanding all her endeavours, some tht 
of Emmerton would creep into her mil 
First, she fancied what rooms ber cousins 
choose i then, whether they would like the sai 
ahe did ; whether any of the old dark cliambers n 
be used ; and, above all, whether her uncle vro 
have prayers in the chapel every morning, and fi] 
with his servants, bo that she might really see il 
she bad been told it used lo be. 

The very loveliness of tlie day onlyserved to 
her distraction of mini The sunlight was 
on tho turf, the butterflies were settling contini 
the flowers by the window, and the birds were ; 
gaily amongst the trees; and delightful as all this; 
was, it only made Amy feel the stronger wish to 
that moment running over the lawns at Emmt 
or Standing tiy tlii^ t>ide of tiic take, watchiuj 
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swans and the other water-fowl as they sailed proudly 
along on the bosom of the cahn water. 

'' I shall never learn these tiresome lessons, mam- 
ma," she exclaimed, as Mrs Herbert entered the room, 
after an absence of about a quarter of an hour. 

" And why not, my love ? why should it be more 
difficult now than at any other time?" 

*' Because I am so longing to be at Emm6rton, 
mamma ; and I cannot fix my attention to them. 
Please let me leave off now, and I will learn a double 
quantity to-morrow." 

" No, Amy ; that is a great mistake. To-morrow 
will have enough to do in its own occupations, with- 
out burdening it with those of to-day. Besides, my 
dear, this is just the opportunity for learning to do in 
a little way what wiU be required of you perpetually 
durins your whole life — ^to conquer your own incli- 
nations? you wiU beinflnitely the happier for it after- 
wards." 

Amy looked as if she could not quite believe this, 
but she did not speak in reply. 

" You will endeavour, I am sure, my dear child," 
continued Mrs Herbert, " if it is only to please me ; 
you know my greatest wish is to teach you to do 
what is right, without thinking of what is pleasant ; 
so make one more effort, and turn your &Me from the 
window that you may have nothing to divide your 
thoughts, and then the lessons will soon be learned." 

Mrs Herbert left the room; and Amy, obeying 
her directions, seated herself with her bacJk to the 
window, making a firm resolution in her own mind 
that she would not look up fi'om her book tiU her 
lessons were ready ; and when her mother reappeared, 
they were repeated without a fault. Mrs Herbert's 
smUe sufficiently repaid her for the exertion, and with 
renewed pleasure she continued her usual morning 
occupations. 
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^' And now, mamma," she exclaimed, as she finish- 
ed her reading, "I may think about Emmerton. 
Will you tell me if you are really going there this 
afternoon 1 " 

" We will set off immediately after dinner," replied 
Mrs Herbert ; " and as I cannot walk so &r, I have 
sent to the parsonage to borrow Mr Walton's car- 
riage." 

^' Shall you stay all the aft;emoon, mamma ? and 
will you let me hear all you say to Mrs Bridget and 
Stephen?" 

" I am afraid that will not interest you much, 
my dear," replied Mrs Herbert smiling ; " but you 
deserve to have your wishes granted, to reward you 
for your endeavours this morning. Was I not right 
in asLjmg that you would be far happier if you at- 
tended to your lessons first, and thought of your 
amusements afterwards ? " 

" Ah ! mamma," said Amy, " you know you are 
always right, and I am always wrong ; but then it 
does not signify so much while you are with me to 
teach me." 

Mrs Herbert sighed. " You must not look to me, 
my dear child : I cannot keep you right. It is God 
alone who can do that, and He only knows how long 
I may live to tell you what you ought to do. But do 
not look so grave now, I did not mean to make you 
unhappy. You must get your bonnet and take one 
turn with me in the shady walk, and by that time 
dinner will be ready." 
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CHAPTER n. 

That aitemoon was one of perfect enjoyment to 
Amy. The drive in the rector's carriage was an un- 
usual treat, and the road through the forest had never 
before seemed so beautiful ; the light danced amongst 
the trees, and sparkled on the gay primroses and hare- 
bells, and the deep blue violets, which peeped from 
amongst the thick underwood. The rich moss which 
covered the trunks of the old oak trees, was of a hue 
so bright as to be surpassed only by the vivid green 
of the young leaves, which had reached their full 
beauty, \mdimmed as yet by the scorching rays of the 
summer's sun ; and when at length they reached the 
park gate of Emmerton, and drove under the long rows 
of oak and chesnuts, and by the side of the clear silver 
lake, Amy's delight was unbounded. Several months 
had passed since she had last been there, and the 
beauty of the place was now increased by the thought 
that she should soon be able to visit it constantly, and 
might, perhaps, at times, spend days, and even weeks, 
there with her cousins. 

'^Dear, dear mamma!" she exclaimed, as she 
jumped up in the carriage to look at the lake, ^^ do 
you think my imcle can be unhappy while he is 
here?" 

"Why should he not be, my love?" asked Mrs 
Herbert. 

" Oh ! because it is so beautiful, mamma," said 
Amy ; " and it is all his own, and he may go where 
he pleases, and do what he pleases, and you say he 
has plenty of money : I am sure if I were he, I should 
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have nothing lo wish for. If I lived at Emi 
nothing could eyer happen to vex mo, exci 
added, looking graye, as she saw (i tear in her 
eye, " except if nny thing were the matter n 
but here comes Stephen down the avenue, 
what ho will say when he hears that my 
coming hack." 

The steward approached the carriage as 
) spoke J he was a. tall hearty man, of about 
with a step as firm, and a back as unbent, as if i 
numbered thirty yeora less. His features w( 
strongly marked, and expressiye of great intelli 
and might even have been called handsome, n 
his complexion was completely tanned by agi 
many years' exposure to the variationB of tho 
There was a bright happy look in his clear { 
and a smile about his mouth, and yet a pei 
had watehed him'flarrowly might have seen 
of care on his brow; hut it seemed as if it hi 
recently been acquired, as if joyousness 
natural inmate of his hreaat, and melancholy 
occasional visitant : and so indeed it was. !_ _ 
Browning had entered the service of Mrs Hen 
fotber when quite a lad, and had risen from bd 
mere stable boy to the higher offices of grooifl 
coachman ; he had been the instructor of the ji 
ladies of the family in horsemanship, and of the y 
gentlemen in all their boyish sports, and consis 
himself — and was indeed considered by many tt 
— as the most important personage about EmS 
Hall, always escepting Mr Harrington. 

During this period, his life had been a very'i 
one; and the pride with which he watched the ch 
as they grew up, was scarcely inferior to that ol 
parents. Even the death of old Mr Harringt^ 
not in any serious degree disturb his peace of 
ailer the first shock was over j for death, as hej 
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was the lot of all men, and 'twas no use to grieve for 
him who was gone to happiness : and so Stephen 
consoled himself for his loss ; and still looked with 
delight upon the scenes he had known from his child- 
hood, and interested himself as much in the new 
generation that had sprung up, as he had done in 
those who had long been beyond his instruction. But 
a most bitter trial awaited him in the removal of the 
family from Emmerton, and it was one for which he 
was totally unprepared ; the first intelligence was so 
astounding, that it was some time before he could be 
induced to believe it; and when at last the truth 
forced itself upon his mind, he sank into a state of 
listless indifference, which was for a time in no slight 
degree alarming. He did, however, recover from it ; 
and, at Mr Harrington's request, consented to remain 
at the Hall, and to take charge of it as steward ; but 
his occupations — ^his enjoyments, all seemed gone, and 
his only remaining pleasure was to visit the cottage, 
and talk over the old days with Mrs Herbert, and 
tell Amy stories of the feats of her uncles and aunts 
in horsemanship, long before, as he said, she was ever 
thought of. For Mrs Bridget, the housekeeper, who 
had only lived about twelve years in the family, 
Stephen had an especial contempt. She was quite a 
new body, and 'twas no good talking to her; she 
could not remember the good old times when the 
master was a young gentleman, and used to ride about 
the park on his She&and pony, and learn to play at 
cricket and leap-frog ; and then she dressed herself 
out smart, with gay ribands and silks, not befitting 
the housekeeper of Emmerton Hall, who ought to 
keep to the ancient fashion; and she would have 
young idle lads and lassies about the place, which was 
never known in his days, when evdry thing was kept 
strict and in order ; and, above all, she would never 
admit him and his pipe into the house, but turned 
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away when elie saw il, as if she waa too (jna; 
to boor what he knew elis must havo aeon a fag 
limeB iu her father's farm kitehen, Mra Brid 
her part, quite returned the feeling ; aud Ihoi 
acknowledged that Stephen might be very hoo 
trustworthy, and ehe would not for the worU 
word againat any one, yet she could not help 1 
occasionally that he was growing old, and wo 
better by liis own ijreside than attempting t 
directione which he could know nothing aboil! 
certtdnly the air with which ehe waa accasloi 
turn her back upon him and tell him, whent 
approached with hia pipe, not to come near bt 
that thing in his mouth, would have been quit 
cient to deter a less adveuturoua person than S 
from making a second attempt. 

The steward's loud exclamation of •' Sm 
young madam and little miss 1" was lieard wJ 
was still at aome distance from the carriage, i 
turned immediately to the houae with the qi 
step which his age and gouty foot would alloi 
he might be ready to receive them. 

" Well, 'tis a strange sight to be sure," he t 
he lliled Amy from the carnage. '' I though 
mertoD was never going lo see any of you agai 
I have said to rayaelf fii^y times within Qie lastt 
that, for certain, young madam couldn't have foi!| 
me, and my pretty little misa, too, who used 1 
here so ollfin." i 

"Ah,butStephen,"Baid Amy, "poor mamma 01 
walk HO far as she did, and you know we have on] 
rector's carriage ; but why don't you come to see 

" The gout, the gout, Jlisa Amy, that's what ' 
me ; in the cJd days, 1 could almost have 
and back in lesa than the hour, but 'tis all cl 
house, and garden, and servants, 'tis all alii 
little it aigniftcs wliat comes to me. But, rat 
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he added, turning to Mrs Herbert, " youTl be for 
walking in and resting yourself, and Mrs Bridget will 
attend upon you ; she won't let me put foot within 
doors, if she can help it, since I last threw some 
tobacco on her new gown, which was more loss to 
me than to her, seeing 'twas all I had, and there was 
nobody to send to get some more," 

" I want to talk to you first, Stephen, for a few 
minutes," said Mrs Herbert. 

" Ah sure, ma'am," replied Stephen, " and 'twill 
do me good to listen ; for there's no one here to whom 
one can talk that will understand, seeing they are 
all new, — all new ;" and the old man's sigh almost 
amounted to a groan. 

**I have had a letter from your master to-day, 
Stephen," said Mrs Herbert, fearing to impart too 
suddenly the death of his young favourite, Edward. 

" Have you, ma'am ? and does he say he's well, 
and the young gentlemen and ladies ? 'TIS the best 
I can hope to hear now." 

" He does not write in good spirits, Stephen ; he 
has been suffering a great deal lately." 

" Sure, ma'am, that's bad news ; but what could 
any one expect but to be ill, away from one's own 
place, and all the air that's natural to one." 

" Your master has not been ill himself, Stephen ; 
but one of his children." 

" Not master Edward ! " exclaimed the old man, 
taking alarm from Mrs Herbert's countenance. No 
answer was given for a moment, and Stephen turned 
to Amy for an explanation. " 'Tis not master 
Edward ; it can't be. O Miss Amy ! just speak." 

"I will tell you, Stephen," said Mrs Herbert, 
recovering her composure. '' It will grieve you very 
much ; but it is, indeed, poor Edward who was taken 
ill about a week since, and is now, I trust, gone to a 
happier world." 
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stone porch for support ; but it eeemeil asif tliB) 
of utiemnce were taken from bim, 

" Run into the house, and fetch a gtaSB of j 
Amy," said Mra Herbert; and Amy, in Q^ 
alarm, flew to obey her mother's order. i 

In a few moments eke returned, followed In 
Bridget, a gaily dressed sharp- visaged person o£ 
forty, who forgot the last grievous offence agaU 
new gown when she hoard Amy's frightened e^ 
tion, that dear old Stephen was so ill ehe thon) 
must be dying. By tliis time, however, the t 
had returned to bis cheek ; and he ivae able to 
more calmly the particulars of hia young fai 
illness. They were few, but very painful j 
disease, which was inflammation of the lungs, 
on by a neglected cold, had made most rapid 
and he died about two days after he had i 
considered seriously ill. " Bat," said Mrs Hi 
nl^T she had answered the old man's various qo 
"I have not told you yet, Stephen, the oi ' 
which I think is likely now to gii' 
my brother talks of retiurning to Emmerton 



"To live, ma'am!" exclaJmed Stephen 
back ; " but it can't be n-ue. When tbi 
drove away from this very place, now ten y^ 
I said to myself they were gone for ever ; i 
has proved. 'Tis but a false liopo, ma'ai 
master will change his minil when he begins 
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All, bnt Stephen," said Amy taking Is 

affectionately, "it is not a false liope, tJioi; 

heard all about it ihis moi'ning, and, 

V to tell you and Biidgetlo get the d 
;d lliey arc to be Ijere llii' week aft( 



AMY HERBERT. 19 

Think of that, Stephen. Won't that make you 
happy?" 

"Poor master Edward! poor master Edward!" 
sighed the old steward ; " 'twould have been a joyful 
day, indeed, if he had been coming too. To have 
looked upon his young &ce again would have added 
ten years to my fife ; but God's will be done ! " 

" But, Stephen," said Amy, half disappointed, 
"you are not as much pleased as I thought you 
would be." 

"Ah, little Miss," replied Stephen, as he patted 
her shoulder, " you are too young to know any thing 
about sorrow ; but I shall be glad, by and by, when 
I can think that it is true." 

" Indeed, indeed, it is true," repeated Amy ; " and 
mamma knows it." 

" Amy is right, Stephen," said Mrs Herbert. " My 
brother writes me word that Wayland Court is now 
become so melancholy to him, that he cannot bear to 
live there, and he intends being at Enunerton as soon 
as the necessary arrangements can be made." 

"God be thanked for it!" exclaimed Stephen, 
clasping his hands together ; " and I shall go to my 
grave in peace, for the old times will be come back 
again. But no, they won't, though," he added, whilst 
a bitter recollection flashed upon his mind. " He will 
never be here again :" and he brushed his hfmd across 
his eye to wipe away the tear which glistened in it. 

Mrs Bridget, half annoyed that Mrs Herbert should 
have chosen to communicate so important a piece of 
intelligence to Stephen rather than to herself, now 
came forward, and in a formal manner, and with a 
voice which told there was a storm within, said, " I 
suppose, madam, my master and mistress will com- 
municate with me before they arrive." 

" I believe not, Bridget," replied Mrs Herbert ; 
" they arc in too much distress to think about any 
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thing now ; but they have left it all to me, and I was 
wishing to ask you what would be wanting." 

" Nothing, ma'am," said Bridget, drawing up her 
head rather proudly, " nothing at all. Though I say 
it that shouldn't say it, the house is just in as perfect 
order now as it was when my master went away. 
But I should like to know if my mistress would choose 
to have the coverings taken off the fomiture in the 
great drawing-room; and there have been a few- 
breakages in the bedrooms ; and Stephen tells me 
there is a pane of glass out of the conservatory ; and 
the firinge of the curtains in the saloon was torn 
yesterday by the girl who was here cleaning the 
rooms. I scolded her well for it, and she is coming 
again to-morrow to mend it." 

" Well," said Mrs Herbert, stopping her, " all these 
things you can quite well manage yourself, they are 
but trifles. You had better get all the rooms in order, 
for I do not at all know which they will choose." 

"And the chapel, mamma," said Amy; "won't 
Bridget have the chapel cleaned ? When I was last 
in it, there was such a heap of dust on the old monu- 
ment near the door." 

Bridget looked annoyed. " The chapel is not my 
department, IVIiss Amy ; it was given in particular 
charge to Stephen's niece by Mrs Harrington herself; 
but she is an idle trolloping girl, and always neglects. 
Stephen," she added, turning to the old man, who 
appeared quite absorbed in his own thoughts, — 
" Stephen, Miss Amy declares the chapel is dusty." 

The steward started up like a man awakened from 
a dream ; and catching only the meaning of the last 
word of the sentence, exclaimed — "Dusty! and whose 
fault is that, pray ?" 

" Whose, but that fine lady's your niece f " said 
Bridget, giving way to an irritation of temper which 
she did not dare to exhibit to Mrs Herbert, and de- 
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lighted at having something to find fault with. '< She 
is so busy aJl day with her flounces and her furbelows, 
that she has no time to think of her work." 

Stephen, now fully alive to every thing, looked 
steadily at Mrs Bridget as she said this ; and then 
scanning her £rom head to foot with a half contemp- 
tuous smile, muttered — " Not so very different fix)m 
other people," and walked away, though it was only 
a few paces, for his angry feelings were very soon 
subdued. 

" I should like to go over the house, Bridget," said 
Mrs Herbert ; " and after that, perhaps, you will get 
us some tea ; for the evening is so fijae we need not 
return home till late." 

" Dear mamma," said Amy, " may we have it in 
your own room f I should so enjoy it I you know I 
like it better than any in the whole house." 

Mrs Herbert made no objection ; for although there 
were many melancholy ideas connected with this 
room, yet she felt, like Amy, that to her it had more 
charms than any other. 

It was in nearly the oldest part of the house, and 
had been occi>pied by herself and her fiavourite sister 
from the time when she was about fifteen, and was 
considered old enough to leave the school-room, and 
yet too young to go into society. Her mother had 
fitted it up for them with every thing that could be 
required for their enjoyment ; and here they had been 
accustomed to spend their mornings together free from 
interruption, for it was so far removed from the more 
modem buildings, that even the sounds of the visitors' 
carriages could scarcely reach them. The deep oriel 
window looked out on the quietest and loveliest part 
of the pleasiu-e-ground ; and a private door opening 
upon it, afforded them a free and unobserved access to 
the garden ; and many were the hours which Mrs 
Herbert had spent with her sister Edith, reading to- 
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gether under the shade of the large elm trees, with 
not a thought or wish beyond the enjoyment of the 
present moment. 

The room was now deserted. The piano was still 
in its accustomed place, but its rich full tone had 
become wiry and harsh by time. The table was still 
standing by the window, but its clear polish had a cold 
repulsive appearance. There were no books, no work, 
no flowers. The chairs were ranged in regular order 
against the empty bookshelves ; the gay colours of the 
curtains and ottomans were faded ; and, instead of the 
bright smile and the merry laugh which had once 
greeted Mrs Herbert, there was nothing now to tell of 
the companion of her childhood but the picture which 
hung over the fire-place. 

But Mrs Herbert did not complain : she had early 
left a home 6f happiness for one which was even 
more delightful to her ; and her sister, who had married 
likewise, was still in the possession of health and 
prosperity. She had, therefore, much cause for thank- 
fulness; and yet she never entered this room, and 
recollected the pleasures of her youth, mthoutapang, 
which became fllie more painftil when -iier husband's 
long-continued absence gave her so great a cause of 
anxiety. 

Amy's associations with what had geaeraUy been 
called the oriel roomwereof a more cheerful character. 
She had never known it different from what it now 
was ; and to her it only brought the remembrance of 
many happy hours, sp^t there with her mother, in 
their occasional visits to Emmerton, and particularly 
of various incidents in Mrs Herbert's early life, which 
were almost sure to be recalled by some object or cir- 
cumstance connected with it. With a secret hope 
that something of this kind would complete the plea- 
sures of the day, she now followed her mother through 
the silent deserted chambers, while directions were 
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given for every thing which might render them more 
comfortable ; but at last, wearied with listening, she 
left Mrs Herbert's side, and wandered by herself into 
the pleasure-ground, till she became so tu*ed that she 
was glad to find her way back to the oriel room, where 
Mrs Bridget, whose great favourite she was (and it 
was the only point on which Bridget and Stephen 
agreed), had prepared the tea, and spread the table 
with fresh fruit and cakes. This was not, to Amy, at 
all an unpleasing sight ; and when Mrs Herbert came 
in she felt quite inclined to begin her evening meal ; 
but. they had scarcely seated themselves when Amy 
started back, exclaiming, " O mamma I pray look there. 
Did you ever see such a wretched little object?" 

Mrs Herbert turned to the window, and saw a 
miserable girl, with a pale haggard countenance and 
covered with rags, holding out her han,d and begging 
for charity. 

" Dear mammal do give her something," said Amy ; 
" she looks so dreadfully hungry." 

" I will ask her a few questions first," replied Mrs 
Herbert, " and find out where she comes from, and 
then we shall know what is best to be done for her. 
I suppose she found her way into the pleasure-ground 
through the back lane and the kitchen-garden." 

Mrs Herbert opened the window ; and, beckoning 
to the girl to approach, made several inquiries as to 
her parents, her home, and her present necessities. 
She seemed sadly frightened ; but^ answered without 
hesitation, that her father, who was a common labourer, 
had lately died, leaving a wife and six children, of 
whom she was the eldest. It was her mother's wish 
to return to her parish, thinking she should be better 
provided for there than amongst strangers. She had 
set out on the journey ; but, being taken very ill, she 
had been obliged to stop at a village about a mile and 
a half distant, where she had spent all her moi^ey, and 
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now, being totally destitute, she had sent her child to 
beg for some assistance. 

" What will you do for her, mamma?" whispered 
Amy. 

" I must know a little more about her before I 
decide," replied Mrs Herbert. " Is there no one in 
' the village," she added, speaking to the girl, *' who 
has helped your mother I " 

" The clergyman's lady has been very good to us, 
ma'am," was the reply ; " but the people of the house 
want mother to pay for the lodging, and she has no 
money." 

" It is a sad case, if it be true," said Mrs Herbert ; 
" but I will make some inquiries to-morrow ; and now 
you shall take home something for your supper ; and 
I will write to the lady who has been so kind to you ; 
and, if you have spoken the truth, she wiU give your 
mother something for me." 

The girl curtsied, and seemed pleased and grateful ; 
and Amy, whilst her mother was writing a note, 
begged that she might take her round to Bridget*a 
room, and give her her supper before she returned 
home: and when the girl had left the house with 
some bread and a bone of meat. Amy went back to 
her own comfortable meal with a much higher sense 
of the greatness of her daily blessings than she had 
had a quarter of an hour before. 

The idea, however, of so much poverty and suffering 
in some degree diminished her enjoyment, and she sat 
for a while thoughtful and silent. At length, turning 
suddenly to Mrs Herbert, she exclaimed, 

" Mamma, it is very strange that some people are 
so poor and others so rich." 

" It does seem so at first," replied Mrs Herbert ; 
" and we can only account for it by saying, that it is 
the will of God ; that He alone knows what is good 
for us all, and therefore he ordains different things for 
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different people ; and though we consider poverty an 
evil, yet it is often a very great good, and makes 
people think of him and love him, when they would 
otherwise forget him." 

" But there is such a great, great difference in peo- 
ple," said Amy ; " that poor woman has not a farthing, 
and my imcle Harrington has thousands a-year, you 
have told me." 

" So he has," replied Mrs Herbert ; " and yet, in a 
few years, they may both, perhaps, be equally rich." 

'' O mamma 1 how can that be possible I " exclaimed 
Amy. 

" It may be true to a certain extent, at this very 
moment, my dear. You know what is meant by being 
an heir— having a right to certain property or money, 
which is to be received at some ftiture period. Now, 
it is more than probable that your uncle mth all his 
riches, and that poor woman in the midst of her suf- 
ferings, have both the same expectations for the fut^re." 

" Not on earth, mamma !" observed Amy. 

" No, my love," replied Mrs Herbert ; " but a per- 
son is not the less an heir because he will not receive 
his inheritance until he is admitted to heaven. I 
"remember that I first learned to think upon this subject 
when I was about two years younger than you are 
now." 

" Do tell me how, mamma 1" exclaimed Amy, her 
eyes sparkling with delight : ^' it must be one of your 
stories about the time when you were a little girl." 

" It is not quite a story, Amy, and, at any rate, it 
is rather a grave one ; so, perhaps, we had better wait 
till you are quite in the humour." 

" Oh ! but I am quite in the humour always, 
mamma ; and I think I like grave stories best. Will 
it be a long one 1 " 

" No," replied Mrs Herbert ; " neither long nor 
amusing ; and yet, perhaps, it may interest you, as it 
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may help to explain a subject on which you have often 
heard me speak, and wluch it is very necessary you 
should understand and think about. 

" The time I am going to tell you of was, as I men- 
tioned just now, when I was about ten years old and 
your uncle Harrington one-and-twenty. Persons at 
that age are, you £iow, considered capable of taking 
care of their property ; and the day of their attaining 
it is very often marked by great rejoicings, in the case 
of those who have the expectation of a large inheri- 
tance. This was your uncle's situation, and great 
preparations were made for several weeks before, that 
the event might be properly celebrated. Invitations 
were sent to aU our friends, who were then very 
numerous, and many came from a distance to spend 
some days with us. A dinner was to be given to the 
tenants and the school children; there were to be 
fireworks let off from the terrace in the evening, and a 
band of music was engaged for the occasion ; — ^and all 
this was to do honour to my brother. You may 
imagine how much I was interested in it, and how 
very delightful I thought it must be to be in his place. 
I do not think I ever longed for any thing in my whole 
life so much as I did for the arrival of this day. I 
could talk of nothing else, — 1 could think of nothing 
else; and I am afraid I gave my governess. Miss 
Harwood, very much trouble for a whole week, I was 
so inattentive to my lessons. At length it came — ^the 
long-wished-for twenty-ninth of June ; and certainly 
it was as lovely a day as I could possibly have desired. 
I remember waking very early, and jumping out of my 
bed to look at the weather. The sky was of a deep 
rich blue, with only a faint mist over the distance, 
foretelling the heat of the noonday. From my window 
I could see far over the country, and every thing that 
I could distinctly view was my father's property. I 
called to my sister Edith, and made her come to the 
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window, to enjoy the perfect beauty of the morning ; 
and I can well recoUect saying to her, with a half- 
envious sigh, ' Should you not like to be Charles, and 
to think that all this was to be your own! ' Your 
aunt, Amy, was of a very sweet contented disposition, 
and she checked me for the wish, and said that she 
was thankful for her brother's blessings, but she could 
hardly desire them for herself, — she was afraid she 
should not make a good use of them. We stood for 
some time together ; but said very little, for there was 
such a perfect stillness reigning around that it almost 
seemed as if it would be wrong to break it. Presently, 
however, we heard the sound of distant music ; it 
came nearer and nearer, and we soon recognised the 
sweet voices of the village children, who had been sent 
to pay this first mark of respect to their young master. 

*^ I cannot describe how beautiful it sounded to me, 
though perhaps it was only because I was in a state 
of such excitement, and so inclined to find delight 
in every thing ; but I know that I listened to it with 
breathless attention, and when I tumea to look at 
Edith, there was a tear in her eye, and I do not think 
that she, though so much calmer in disposition, has 
ever forgotten, any more than myself the tones of that 
simple hymn." 

" But, mamma," interrupted Amy, " the children 
never sing so beautifiilly now I " 

'^ I do not mean, my dear,-' replied Mrs Herbert, 
** that the music was really so very much better than 
what I had usually heard, though I daresay they had 
had a great deal of pains taken with them. But you 
will find, as you grow older, that many things which 
are in themselves common, will appear delightful to 
you if you are inclined to be particularly happy ; and 
so it was with me on that morning. Edith and my- 
self stayed so long at the window, even after the 
children's singing was over, that we were only just 
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dressed by the time the bell rang for morning prayers ; 
and when we entered the chapel, it was quite full. 
All the servants of the feimily, with those of our nume- 
rous guests and a few of my father's tenants, were 
ranged on the long oaken benches in the aisle ; the 
seats for the gentlemen were occupied by my father, 
my brother, and their Mends ; and the ladies' gallery, 
in which we were, was also crowded. I felt quite 
frightened when I went in, for many of those present 
were strangers to me, having arrived late the night 
before ; but I took my place between Edith and Miss 
Harwood, and the service began. It was read by my 
brother's tutor, a clergyman who lived in the family ; 
and when it was over, the party assembled in the 
breakfisist room, but we were considered too young to 
join it, and we came back to what was then the 
school-room — ^the very room in which we now are. 
Amy — ^to be with Miss Harwood and the younger 
children till it should be time for us to wait upon the 
poor people, who were to have a dinner given tihem on 
the lawn, in front of the house. All that I could 
think of was the grandeur of my brother's situation, 
and the pleasure of having so many persons assembled 
to do honour to oneself. I could not fix my attention 
to any thing, but could only count the hours till two 
o'clock, and run occasionally to the top of the great 
staircase to look at what was going on below, for pre- 
parations were making on a large scale for the even- 
ing's entertainment ; servants were constantly passing 
and repassing, and I heard my brother's name repeated 
by almost every one. At length Edith and I were 
told to go into the servants* haU, where the school 
children were to meet, and to place them in order, 
that they might walk regularly, two and two, to the 
ground where the dinner was laid. This was to me 
most welcome news ; for I was tired of being nearly 
the only useless person in the midst of so much bustle. 
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and we spent at least a quarter of an hour endeavour- 
ing to make them understand which were to go to- 
gether, and how they were to behave, and distributing 
some little coloured banners which we had amused 
ourselves with preparing for the occasion ; and when 
the great bell sounded, Edith and myself walked before 
them to the ground. My father &nd his guests were 
assembled on the terrace, and my brother stood by 
my Other's side, exactly in the centre. The children 
and their parents, and the rest of the tenants, were 
ranged at their several tables ; and then, when the 
steward had called for silence, they all rose, and my 
father spoke to them, in a voice so clear that I think 
it must have been heard by every one. He told them 
of the gratification it was to him to see them all before 
him, and of the certainty he felt of their good- will 
towards him, with many more expressions of the same 
kind ; and then, takihg my brother by the hand, he 
led him forward to the edge of the terrace, and pre- 
sented him to them, as his heir, and their future 
master, saying that he trusted he would always prove 
himself their true friend ; and that when he should be 
laid in his grave, my brother might receive from them, 
and from Qieir (;}iildren, the same marks of sincere 
attachiilent which they had always shown to himself. 

*' A general burst of applause followed this speech 
of my father's, and the words ' Long live the young 
master,' were heard from every lip — even the children 
joined in the cry; and when the excitement had a 
little si|))sided, my brother also spoke. He was ex- 
tremely frightened, and I could not hear all that he 
said ; but I was told afterwards that he thanked them 
for their reception of him, and added that he hoped it 
would be very long before he should be called on to 
act as' their master ; but that, when that time should 
arrive, it would be his one earnest endeavour to fol- 
low his father's footsteps. As he concluded, another 
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loud cheer was given by the tenants, and just as it was 
dying away I heard a voice behind me say, in a deep 
suppressed tone, ^ May God in heaven bless him ! and 
may he one day be the possessor of a &r richer in- 
heritance ! ' I was quite startled at the solemnity with 
which the words were spoken, and I did not at the 
moment understand their meaning. They seemed to 
be quite involuntary, and were certainly not intended 
to be overheard ; and I turned quickly to see who was 
near. I was standing between the two tables, and on 
my right hand was a young man whose face I did not 
at all recollect. He appeared about my brother's age ; 
but instead of Charles' healthy complexion and strong 
limbs, he looked completely worn by disease. There 
was not the slightest tinge of colour in his cheeks ; his 
eyes were deep sunk in his head, and even his lips 
were of an ashy paleness, and the hatid by which he 
supported himself, as he leant rather than stood against 
the table, was more like that of a skeleton than of a 
living being; his clothes were neat and clean, but 
showed marks of great poverty ; and, in fact, I had 
seldom seen such indications of extreme sickness and 
want." 

"Poor man!" exclaimed Amy, "was he really- 
unhappy, mammal" 

" No, my love," replied Mrs Herbert. " I was just 
going to teU you, that notwithstanding all these symp- 
toms of suffering, he looked perfectly contented, and 
iiiere was even a smile upon his fisice. I watched him 
as he seated himself afler the speeches were ended, 
and saw that he was quite exliausted : he ate little 
or nothing ; and before the dinner was over, he was 
obliged to leave the ground, assisted by an elderly 
woman, whom I knew very well, and who was in very 
distressed circumstances. I could not help thinking, 
as he slowly walked away, of the vast difference there 
was between him and my brother in every thing ; and 
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the same question arose in my mind which you asked 
me just now, Amy, ' Why God should make some 
people rich and o^ers poor !' but there was no one 
near me then to answer it. The remainder of the 
afternoon was spent by us in setting the village children 
to play, and resting ourselves in the school-room. 
And when the heat of the day began to lessen, and 
we knew that the company were at dinner. Miss 
Harwood proposed that we should go to the top of the 
hill at the side of the house, which was our favourite 
walk, where we should probably see a magnificent 
sunset, and return in time to be Messed for the draw- 
ing-room. 

^^ I was so restless, that it was a great relief to 
have some occupation found for me, and I enjoyed 
the thought of the cool evening air after the fatigue 
and sultriness of the morning ; and I determined also 
that I would, if I could manage it, get Miss Harwood 
alone, and ask her to explain what had so puzzled me, 
and lind out from her who the poor man was who had 
left the table, for his face seemed constantly before me, 
with its expression of great suffering, and yet of quiet 
happiness. Edith and I set out' together ; but I soon 
left her with the others, searching for wild flowers, and 
joined Miss Harwood. We easily outstripped them, 
and reached the top of the hill long before they had 
half filled their baskets. Miss Harwood always noticed 
any change in us, and she asked me why I was so fond 
of getting away from the rest, and whether I should 
not be much happier with them than with her. I' 
had no concealment from her any more than you have 
from me. Amy, and I told her directly what I wanted 
to ask her, and how I had wondered to see that poor 
man, apparently so destitute, when my brother had 
every thing that the world could give him. She gave 
me very much the same answer that I have given you, 
that it was the will of God, and that he knew what 
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was good for us, and often sent us sufferings to teach 
us to think of him ; and then she added that she knew 
the poor man well, and had been present when he 
and my brother had both been declared heirs of a far 
richer inheritance than any that my father had to 
bestow. I felt surprised ; and the exclamation I had 
heard in the morning, and which before I had scarcely 
thought of, flashed upon my memory. . I supposed 
Miss Harwood's words must have some allusion to it, 
though I could not understand how; and I eagerly 
asked why the poor man did not obtain any benefit 
from his inheritance. ^ He does obtain a great benefit 
from it at this moment,' replied Miss Harwood, almost 
sadly ; ' and I do not doubt that, in a very short time, 
he will be admitted to possess at least a portion of it.' 
You may imagine how desirous I was of having this 
mystery explained ; but when I looked at Miss Har- 
wood, I saw that she was thinking of something very 
serious, and a sudden notion of her meaning came into 
my mind. You mean an inheritance in heaven, I 
said, half doubting whether I might not be wrong. A 
smile of pleasure passed across Miss Harwood's face 
as she answered, ' Yes, Ellen, you are quite right : 
and I will tell you what I meant when I said that he 
was made an lieir of heaven. It is now many years 
ago, I was staying at Emmerton, soon after your 
brother's birth, and long before I thought of ever 
being a governess. On the day on which he was 
baptized, I went with your father, and several of his 
friends, to the village church. I stood at the font 
with the godfathers and his godmother (who, you 
know, • are called sponsors), and I heard the clergy- 
man ask them some very solemn questions, which 
they were required to answer in your brother's name. 
He then took him in his arms, sprinkled him with 
water in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and 
of the Holy Ghost, and marked on his forehead the 
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sign of the cross ; and, giving him back to his nurse, 
he declared him to he one of that society or set of 
peraons who form what is called the church, and to 
whom God has promised his kingdom. From that 
moment, continued Miss Harwood, your brother was 
made a Christian and an heir of gk>ry, such as we 
cannot imagine ; the sins of his original evil nature 
were forgiven him, and a new spirit was implanted 
in him : and when I looked at hun, as he lay in his 
nurse's arms, I could not help thinking that it would 
be happier for him if it were to please God to take 
him at once to himself, before he could by any sin of 
his own forfeit his innocence, and risk the loss of his 
eternal inheritance. But, she added, he was not the 
only one who on that day received the promise of the 
kingdom of heaven. Besides our own party, there 
stood by the font four of our poor neighbours, some, 
indeed, of the poorest in the parish. One of them 
held a sickly-looking infant, wrapped in a coarse kind 
of cloak ; and when Charles had been baptized, this 
child was given to the clergyman. The same questions 
were asked, the same water was sprinkled upon him, 
the same words were pronounced, the same sign was 
marked on his forehead, and then he also was restored 
to his parents, a Christian, and an heir of everlasting 
happiness. Notwithstanding the vast difference in 
their outward circumstances, there was none in the 
eye of God : both had received infinite blessings, both 
were engaged to keep the most solemn promises. 

" ' Your brother, Ellen,' continued Miaa Harwood, 
« has grown up in the midst of every earthly luxury, 
and has to-day been declared heirHo a splendid pro- 
perty : the other child was bred in poverty, and 
accustomed to the severest privations. He was early 
obliged to leave his home, and work for his livelihood 
amongst strangers ; and now he has returned to his 
mother, who is a widow, and nearly destitute, com- 
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pletely broken in health, and with no prospect before 
him but that of a speedy death. Which do you think 
is the more to be envied?' 

" I was silent, for I knew that I would far rather 
be my brother, the possessor of health and riches, 
than a poor man in need of every thing. Do you 
think I was right, Amy?" 

^' If the poor man went to heaven, mamma,'' said 
Amy, " I suppose he would have every thing there 
that he could desire." 

" Yes, my love," replied Mrs Herbert, " he would 
indeed ; and yet, though I knew this then as you do 
now, I could not easily forget all the respect that I 
had seen shown to my brother that morning, and I 
did not like to say any thing that was not true. 

" Miss Harwood waited for a few moments, and 
then said, ' Look, Ellen, at the park, and the woods 
beneath us, and the pretty little village beyond — ^you 
know it is all your father's — ^is it not 'very lovely?' 

" ' Yes !' I replied, surprised at the question. 

" *■ But now look farther,' said Miss Harwood ; ' do 
you not see what a vast extent of country there is on 
the other side, stretching away till it reaches the sea t 
The owner of all that property would be a much 
greater person than even your father.' 

" ' Yes, indeed he would,' I said, as I turned in 
the direction to which she pointed. 

^ * But now, Ellen, look once more,' said Miss 
Harwood, * over the sea into the sky — ^look at that 
mass of brilliant purple and golden clouds, behind 
which the sun is now sinking ; do you not see, far 
away to the rights a pale bright star ? — ^it is the only 
one which has yet appeared ; but in a short time the 
whole firmament will be studded with millions and 
millions like it. Each of those stars is, as you well 
know, a world, and we may believe infinitely more 
perfect than ours. If it be a great thing to be the 
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child of one who owns so beauti^l an estate as your 
father, must it not be a far greater to be the child of 
him who not merely owns, but who created, those 
glorious worlds ? ' 

" * But my brother,' I said, ' was made the child 
of GU)d as well as that poor man.' 

" * Yes,' replied Miss Harwood ; * and we may 
hope that when it shall be the will of God that he 
should die, he also may inherit the blessing which has 
been promised him, but his trial is yet to come : he 
may be tempted to do wrong, and forget God, and he 
may, therefore, lose it ; but that poor man's trial will 
in all probability soon be over. I know that he has 
endeavoured to keep the vow made for him at his 
baptism, and trusts only to the merits of his Saviour 
for salvation, and therefore I have but little fear for 
him ; but I do feel for your brother, because I know 
he is in the midst of great temptations.' 

" These words sounded very strangely to me, — ^it 
seemed as if Miss Harwood were pitying Charles, 
instead of envying him, as I did ; and I was going to 
ask her some more questions, when Edith and my 
other sisters came running towards us, telling us that 
they had gathered a most beautiful nosegay, and 
wished now to return home. They began laughing 
at me for running away from them ; but they could 
not make me join in their merriment, for I could only 
think of all that Miss Harwood had been saying ; and 
even when we reached the house, and were dressed 
for the evening, I still remembered it. 

" The large saloon was lighted up when we en- 
tered, and there were a great many people assembled, 
all gaily dressed, and walking up and down whilst 
the band was playing. My brother was noticed by 
every one, and was evidently considered the chief 
person, and I felt that I should have been happy to 
be him ; but' then Miss Harwood's words recurred 
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to my mind, and I became thoughtful, for I knew 
that although he might be the heir of earthly grandeui', 
yet that, if he were to do wrong, and lose the promise 
of heaven, he must be miserable. We were not 
allowed to stay very long. Amy, and therefore I can- 
not give you a great description of the ball ; I only 
remember how very tired I was when I went to bed, 
and that my last thoughts were of my conversation 
with Miss Harwood, and of my brother and the poor 
man." 

" Is that all, mamma?" said Amy. 

" Yes, my dear," replied Mrs Herbert, " you know 
I told you it was not a very interesting story." 

" I did not mean that, mamma," said Amy, " for I 
have liked it very much ; but I was thinking of the 
poor man. Did you never see him again!" 

" Only once," replied Mrs Herbert ; " for he was too 
ill, after that day, to leave his home. It was one 
afternoon when I had been with Miss Harwood into 
the village ; and, as we were returning, we passed his 
cottage door; he was seated at it, supported by pillows, 
and looking even worse than on the day of the fete. 
Miss Harwood had a basket of fruit for him, and she 
stopped and talked to him for some little time. I 
cannot tell you all that passed. Amy ; for I did not 
entirely understand it myself, and some of it was too 
solemn to be repeated again : but I well remember 
the peaceful expression of the poor man's countenance, 
and that he said he would not exchange his prospect 
of happiness for anything earth could give ; he also 
mentioned my brother, and seemed to feel a great 
interest for him. But there was nothing like envy at 
what appeared to me so much more desirable a lot : 
he looked, and indeed he was, perfectly contented ; 
and a few days after, I was told by Miss Harwood 
that he was dead." 

*' And what became of his mother ? " asked Amy. 
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'^ Sbe is living still in the village, and in the same 
cottage ; for although it is almost a hovel, she cannot 
afford anything more comfortable: and I hardlj think 
she would change it if she could ; for she has often 
said to me, that it was there her husband and her 
child died, and she should never love any place so 
well. But you have frequently seen her, my dear ; 
do you not remember the little thatched cottage next 
the blacksmith's shop, and the old woman we oflen 
notice spinning at the door ? " 

" Oh I yes," said Amy, " old widow Watson ; but 
she is very cheerful." 

^^ She has the same cause for cheerfulness that her 
son had," replied Mrs Herbert. " But now. Amy, 
do you understand from my story why I said that the 
mother of the poor little ragged girl we saw just now, 
has probably as great a prospect of future happiness, 
as your uncle Harrington I" 

^' Tes, mamma, if she has been baptized : but we 
are not sure of that." 

" We may hope that she has been," replied her 
mother ; " but that which I am most desirous you 
should think of, is, not so much the case of that poor 
child as your own. You can have no doubt of your 
baptism, and you may therefore feel quite certain of 
having had a promise made to you ; and when you 
grow older, and begin to know what the troubles of 
life really are, you will be able to appreciate the 
blessing of having something to hope for and expect 
beyond the pleasures of the world." 

" Every body who is grown up talks of having had 
a great deal of sorrow, mamma," said Amy ; " and so 
I suppose it is true : and sometimes I feel quite 
lightened, and wish I could be always young ; for I 
am very happy now, and when my cousins come, I 
do not think I shall ever want anything more." 

Birs Herbert looked rather grave as she answered, — 
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" I am afraid, my dear, that your cousins' arrival may 
make a great change in many of your ideas. Tliey 
have been brought up very differently from you, and 
you wiU see them dressed in fine clothes, and with 
servants to wait on them, and carriages to drive about 
in ; and then, perhaps, you wiU become envious and 
discontented." 

" O mamma!" exclaimed Amy, "how can you 
think so, when I shall have you with me 1 " 

" I wish 1 could teach you, my love, how much 
better it is to be the child of God than to be my 
child," replied Mrs Herbert. " I should have no 
fears for you then ; for you would-not care for the 
grandeur and riches which you will see your cousins 
possess, and you would always be happy whether I 
were with you or not." 

" Mamma," said Amy, " you have ofren talked 
lately of my living without you ; but it makes me so 
very miserable to think of it, I wish you would not 
mention it." 

" You must not give way to this kind of feeling, 
my dear child," answered her mother ; " for we must 
bear whatever God thinks fit to appoint. But I cannot 
talk any more now : you shall go into the garden till 
the carriage is ready, and leave me alone, for I am 
sadly tired." 

" I do not like to leave you," said Amy, " you 
look so pale and ill ; and you never used to do so. 

Oh, how I wish ^," but here she stopped, fearing 

lest the mention of her father's name might increase 
her mother's grief. 

" You need not be afraid*," replied Mrs Herbert, 
with a half smile, though she well knew what was 
uppermost in her child's mind ; " all that I require is 
rest and quiet." 

Amy said no more, but placed a glass of water by 
her mother's side, and left the room. 
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Wlien she was gone, Mrs Herbert closed her eyes, 
and seemed as if endeavouring to sleep ; but the 
working of her forehead, and the pressure of her lips, 
showed that there was no repose of the mind. Soli- 
tude only brought before her more clearly the image 
of her husband in a distant land, — ^perhaps ill and 
unhappy, it might be dying : but it was necessary for 
her own health, and for Amy's happiness, that she 
should struggle against these sad forebodings ; and 
although a few tears at first rolled slowly down her 
cheek, and she felt that it was almost impossible to 
prevent herself from giving way to her grief, she did 
at length succeed in turning her mind to the consi- 
deration of the watchful providence and mercy of 
God ; and by the time Amy returned with the an- 
nouncement that the carriage was ready, she had quite 
regained her tranquillity. 

Stephen was at the door as they drove off, and 
bade them good-bye with a happier look than was 
his wont ; though, when Amy asked him if he were 
not delighted at the thought of all the carriages and 
horses he should soon see, he scarcely smiled as he 
answered, — " Ah I yes, Miss Amy, 'twill be very 
fine ; but there will be no one now to ride the Shetland 
pony in the park ; " and he turned his head and walked 
quickly away. Mrs Bridget's civilities, now that she 
knew how much depended on Mrs Herbert's good 
opinion, were greater than usual ; and many were the 
hopes she expressed that every thing had been satis- 
&ctory in the house, and that dear little Miss Amy 
had liked the cake and strawberries. But Mrs Herbert 
was too tired to listen long to her speeches, and 
expressed her approbation in few words : and Amy, 
who liked Stephen a great deal better than Bridget, 
declared that it was all quite delicious, and then ran 
after the old steward to say good-bye once more. 
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CHAPTER m. 

" There are only six days now, mamma," said Amy, 
as she sat at work by her mother's side, about a week 
after their visit to Emmerton ; " only six days, and 
then my cousins will be come ; but they seem dread- 
fully long ; and I have been thinking, too, that per- 
haps I shall not be liked ; and if so, you know all my 
pleasure will be at an end." 

'' You had better not think anything about that, 
my dear," answered Mrs Herbert ; " it is nearly the 
certain way of preventing yourself from being agree- 
able. If you are good-natured and sweet-tempered, 
there is very little doubt of your being liked ; but if 
you make any great efforts to please, you will probably 
be led into saying and doing things that are not quite 
natural, and you will at once become disagreeable ; 
besides, you may be tempted to act wrongly in order 
to suit your cousins' inclinations. You know. Amy, 
we ought to try not to be liked, but to be good." 

" But will you just tell me every thing about my 
cousins, mamma, that I may know what to expect t 
There will be Dora, and Margaret, and Frank, and 
Rose ; four of them. Now, what will Dora be like ? " 

" I really can tell you very little," replied Mrs 
Herbert ; " it is a long time since I have seen any of 
them, and you have heard almost as much as I have. 
Dora, I believe, has been brought forward a good deal, 
and probably, therefore, considers herself older than 
she really is ; she must be more than foiu'teen, and I 
should think would not be so much your companion 
as Margaret, who is a year younger. Frank you will 
not see a great deal of, as he is at school the chief 
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part of the year ; though, perhaps, now the difference 
of his position in the ^milj may make some change 
in his Other's plans for him. Little Rose, who is not 
quite six, is the pet of the whole house, and especially 
doated upon by her mother ; , and this is nearly all the 
information I can give you." 

'' And will the young lady I haye so often heard 
you speak of come with them, or will my aunt teach 
them as you do me?" 

" She will come with them, I have no doubt," re- 
plied Mrs Herbert.; ^' for although your aunt objects 
to a regular governess, and has educated your cousins 
almost entirely herself, yet, lately. Miss Morton has 
assisted her very much in their music and drawing." 

'^ Miss Morton is the daughter of a clergyman who 
lived very near Wayland, is she not, mamma?" said 
Amy. 

" Yes," answered her mother. " He died suddenly, 
and his wife only survived him about a month, and 
this poor girl was left quite unprovided for. Some of 
her relations interested themselves for her, and placed 
her at a very excellent school, where she had great 
advantages ; and having a superior talent for music and 
drawing, she made very rapid progress. When she 
was nearly nineteen, she entered your uncle's &mily, 
and has lived with them now, for two years." 

" "WiU she be with them always?" asked Amy, 
^' or wiU she have separate rooms, as I have heard 
most governesses have ? " 

*' I believe she has been accustomed to have a sitting- 
room to herself," said Mrs Herbert ; " or, at least, the 
school-room has been considered hers, and she seldom 
joins the rest of the party." 

" Poor thing ! " said Amy ; " without any father or 
mother, it must be very sad in the long winter even- 
ings." 

Mrs Herbert thought the same, but she did not 
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wish to express her opinion ; and Amy, having finished 
her -work, was told to go and prepare for a walk, 
her mother being glad to find an excuse for breaking 
off the conversation, and so avoiding any Airther 
questions. 

The arrival of her brother's &inily was, indeed, a 
subject of anxious consideration for Mrs Herbert. It 
must have a great influence on Amy's mind, either for 
good or evil ; and there was much reason to fear that 
the evil would preponderate. Mr Harrington was a 
man of high honour and extreme benevolence ; but he 
was constitutionally indolent, and had allowed his wife 
to gain so much influence over him, that the manage- 
ment of every thing was chiefly in her hands. It 
certainly might have been entrusted to worse, for Mrs 
Harrington had good judgment, sup^or sense in all 
worldly affairs, and a never-failing activity. Her esta- 
blishment was the best ordered, her dinners were the 
best dressed, her &rm and dairy were the best supplied 
of any in the county — all was in a style of first-rate 
elegance, without any pretension or extravagance ; but 
when she attempted to apply her sense and her activity 
to the management of her children, she ^led essen- 
tially, for the one thing was wanting — she had no real 
principle of religion. 

She had, it is true, taken care that they should be 
taught their catechism, almost as soon as they could 
speak; but she had never endeavoured to explain to 
them its meaning ; they had beeii accustomed to repeat 
a hasty prayer every morning and evening, but they 
had never learned how solemn a duty they were per- 
forming; and every Sunday they had been in the habit 
of reading a chapter in the Bible, but it was hurried 
through without the smallest thought, partly as a task, 
and partly as a means of passing away the time. K 
it had not been for this gi-eat deficiency, Mrs Hai'- 
rington would have been well calculated for tlie task of 
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education ; caring, however, only for accomplishments 
which might make a show in the world, she considered 
the cultivation of her children's minds a matter of 
secondary importance ; and although she was desirous 
they should be clever and well-read, that they might 
appear to advantage in society, she thought very little 
of the effect their studies might have upon their general 
character. 

From these circumstances, as might easily be sup- 
posed, Dora and Margaret grew up with all their 
natural evil inclinations unchecked, and the good 
unimproved. Dora's temper, originally haughty, had 
become year by year more overbearing, as she found 
that from her Other's rank and fortune, and from being 
herself the eldest daughter of the ^unily, she could 
exact attention, not only from her brothers and sisters, 
but from most of her playmates, and all the servants 
and dependants ; and if occasionally she excited her 
mother's displeasure, when a music lesson had been 
particularly bad, or a drawing very carelessly executed, 
her talents easily enabled her to regain that place in 
Mrs Harrington's affection, which depended so much 
upon external superiority. And yet, under good guid- 
ance, Dora Harrington might have become a very 
admirable person ; her disposition was generous and 
candid, and her feelinps were warm and easily excited: 
but he^ pride and se^-^ had hitherto marred every 
better quality. 

Margaret was very different : she was more inclined 
to be gentle and yielding, but this rather from indolence . 
than amiability ; and her vanity and selfishness ren- 
dered her, perhaps, even less agreeable than her sister, 
when she became more intimately known. There was 
indeed, one peculiarity about her, which, on a first 
acquaintance, was very winning— a great desire of gain- 
ing the love of others ; and for this purpose she would 
use the most affectionate expressions, and profess the 
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greatest interest in their happiness ; but her yonng 
companions soon found that she was seldom wilHng to 
make the sacrifice of her own inclinations to theirs ; 
and persons who were older and could see deeper into 
her character, discovered that her love of sdTection 
differed but little &om her love of admiration, as she 
only valued it because it gained her attention ; and 
the same vanity which made her delight in the praises 
of her deUcate flexion and fair hair, and bright 
blue eyes, made her also take pleasure in knowing 
that she was an object of interest and regard to those 
around her. 

Such were probably to be Amy's companions for 
the next few years of her life. Rose beiog too young to 
be considered of the number ; and it was well for Mrs 
Herbert's happiness that she was little aware of their 
dispositions. Yet she had some fears as to the prin- 
ciple on which her nieces had been educated ; and 
she could not but be thankful that she should, as she 
hoped, be at hand for at least some time to come, to 
watch the effect of the intimacy upon Amy's mind, 
and to warn her against any evil which might result 
from it; as she felt that, in the event of her own 
death and her husband's prolonged absence, it would 
be upon her brother's £ajnily alone that she could 
depend for friendship and protection to her almost 
orphan chHd. 

Amy herself, with all the thoughttiilness of her age, 
looked forward to nothing but enjoyment ; and whea 
the first rays of the sun shone through her window, on. 
the morning of the day that was to witness her meet- 
ing with her cousins, and awakened her from her quiet 
sleep and her peaceful dreams, it was only to give her 
the expectation of a yet brighter reality. For Qie next 
hour she lay awake, imagining the grandeur of Emmer- 
ton Hall in its best furniture, the delight of driving in. 
her uncle's carriage, and the probability that she might 
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have beautiful presents made her — ^ncw books, or a 
watch, or a pony, or, what would be still better, a 
pony-chaise for her mamma, now that she was unable 
to walk far. She even went on to count up the books 
she should wish for, and to settle the colour of the 
pony, not doubting that her uncle would be willing to 
give her everything; for she had always been told 
he was very kind ; and a person who could live at 
Emmerton, she was sure, must be able to purchase 
whatever he desired. 

*' O mamma ! I am so happy !" was her first ex- 
clamation, as she seated herself at the breakl^t table. 
" Do see what a beautiful day it is ; and I have been 
awake so long this morning, thinking over what we 
shall do in the afternoon. I am sure you must bo 
happy too." 

" Happy to see you so, my love," said Mrs Herbert, 
as she kissed her. 

" But why not happy in yourself, mamma ; are you 
ill ?" and she looked at Mrs Herbert anxiously ; then 
suddenly becoming grave, she said, — " Dear mamma, 
it was very wrong in me, but I did not think about 
poor Edward." 

" It was very natural, my dear, and you need not 
be distressed because you cannot feel for him as I do, 
who knew him when he was a healthy merry child, 
the delight of every one." 

" Then there is no harm in being happy?" said 
Amy ; " but I will try to be so to myself, though I 
should like you to smile too : but, perhaps, you will 
when you see them quite settled at Emmerton." 

" I hope every one wiU be reconciled to the loss in 
time," replied Mrs Herbert ; " and perhaps. Amy, it 
will be a greater pleasure to me, by-and-by, to know 
that your uncle is so near than it will be to you." 

" O mamma ! how can that be I you know you 
are so much older; and you always tell me that 
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grown-up people do not enjoy things so much as 
children." 

" But supposing, my dear, that your cousins' being 
atEmmerton should make you enviousand discontented 
with your own home, you would not be happy then? '* 

For a few moments Amy did not speak ; a grave 
expression came oyer her face;' and allowing her 
breakfast to remain untouched, she sat apparently 
deep in thought. At last she said — '^ Mamma, {>eople 
must be very unhappy when they are envious.** 

" Yes, indeed, they must,*' replied Mrs Herbert ; 
" for they are always longing for things which Grod 
has not chosen to give them, and are unthankM for 
those which they possess ; besides, they often dislike 
the persons whom they fancy more blessed than 
themselves." 

" And should you love me, mamma, if I were 
envious?" continued Amy, looking intently at her 
mother as she spoke. 

^^ It would be a dreadful thing indeed, my love, 
which would prevent me £com loving you; but I 
should be very, very sorry to see you so." 

Again Amy was silent, and began eating her 
breakfast hastily ; but it seemed an effort, and Mrs 
Herbert presently saw that the tears were &st rolling 
down her cheeks. 

" Amy, my dear child, what is the matter?" she 
exclaimed. 

Amy tried to answer, but her voice failed her ; and 
rising from her seat, she hid her fece on her mother's 
neck, and then said in a low ton&^— '^ Mamma, I 
know I have been envious." 

" K you have, my dear, you are, I am sure, very 
sorry for it now ; and you must not vex yourself too 
much when you discover you have a fault, since you 
know that if you pray to God he will forgive you, 
and help you to overcome it." 



AMY HERBERT. 47 

" But, mamma," said Amy, " I did not think it 
was envy till just now. It was the other evening 
when we came back from Emmerton, and I was 
fancying how beautiiul the house would be when it 
was all Aimished, and how I should like to live there; 
and then when we got near home, I did not like the 
cottage as much as I used to do, it appeared so small; 
and I began to think I should be happier if I were 
one of my cousins, and had a carriage, and horses, 
and servants. But, O mamma ! it was very wicked " 
— ^and here Amy's tears again fell fast — " for I forgot 
that I had you." 

" The feeling was very natural," said Mrs Herbert, 
" though I will not say it was right. I have often been 
afraid lest seeing your nearest relations so much richer 
than yourself, might make you uncomfortable ; but 
you know I told you before, that God sends to each 
of us some particular trial or temptation, to prove 
whether we will love and serve him, or give way to 
our own evil inclinations ; and this will probably be 
yours, through the greater part of your life. But 
when the feeling of envy arises in your heart, will 
you, my darling Amy, pray to God to help you, and 
teach you to remember, that at your baptism you re- 
ceived the promise of infinitely greater happiness and 
glory than any which this world can give ? And now 
you must finish your breakfast, or you will make 
yourself quite ill and unfit for the day's pleasure; and, 
after our reading and your morning lessons, we will 
have a very early dinner, so that we may have time 
to call at Colworth parsonage, before we go to 
Emmerton. Mrs SaviUe has sent me word, that the 
story the poor girl told us the other evening is quite 
true, and I shoxdd like to inquire how her mother is." 

Amy reseated herself at the breakfast table ; but 
she could not easily recover her spirits, and, during 
the whole morning, there was a grave tone in her 
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voice, and a slight melancholy in her- countenance, 
which only disappeared when Mr Walton's carriage 
came to the door at two o'clock, and she found her- 
self actually on the road to Emmerton, to receive 
her cousins. The increased distance by Colworth was 
about two miles, and, at another time, it would have 
added to her enjoyment to go by a new road ; but 
every moment's unnecessary delay now made her feel 
impatient, and she was only quieted by her mamma's 
reminding her that her uncle could not possibly arrive 
before half-past four or five o'clock, and therefore it 
would be a pleasant way of spending the intervening 
time. " Besides," said Mrs Herbert, " we must not 
forget others, Amy, because we are happy ourselves ; 
perhaps we may be of use to the poor woman." Amy 
sighed, and wished she could be like her mother, and 
never forget what was right; 'and the consciousness 
of one fault brought back the remembrance of another, 
and with it the morning's conversation ; and this again 
reminded her of their last evening at Emmerton, and 
her mamma's story, till her mind became so occupied 
that she forgot the novelty of the road, and her impa- 
tience to be at the end of her journey ; and when the 
carriage stopped at the gate at Colworth, she was 
thinking of what Mrs Herbert had said about her uncle 
HaiTington and the poor woman having the same pros- 
pect for the future, and wondering whether they either 
of them thought of it as her mamma seemed to do. 

IVtrs Saville was almost a stranger to Amy; but her 
kind manner quickly made her feel at ease, and she 
became much interested in the account that was given 
of the poor woman's sufferings, and the dutiM affec- 
tion shown by her eldest girl. 

" Is it the one, mamma, whom we saw at Emmer- 
ton ? " whispered Amy. 

" Yes," replied Mrs Saville, who had overheard the 
question ; " she cam^ home that evening almost happy, 
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notwithstanding her mother's poverty and ilhiess: for 
it had been the first time she had ever been obliged 
to beg, and she had begun to despair of getting any- 
thing, when your mamma was so good to her. I 
learnt the whole story when she brought me the note, 
and scolded her a little for not coming to me at once; 
but we had done something for her before, and she 
did not like to ask again. I cannot think," she con- 
tinued, turning to Mrs Herbert, " what the children 
will do; for the mother is rapidly sinking in a decline; 
and she tells me they have no near relation, excepting 
a grandmother, who is old and in want." 

" How far off is their parish?" asked Mrs Herbert. 

" About ten miles: it is impossible to think of their 
being moved now; for the poor woman can scarcely 
live more than a few days longer; yet the eldest girl 
seems to have no notion of her danger, and I dread 
the consequences of telling her, she is so fond of her 
mother." v 

" I should like to go to the cottage, if it is near," 
said Mrs Herbert ; " or at least, I should be glad to 
see the girl; for I suppose her mother had better not 
be disturbed." 

" It will be very easy, if you desire it," replied Mrs 
Saville; " for the children are kept in a separate 
room. I should wish you to see the woman herself, 
if she were equal to the sight of a stranger, for I am 
sure you would be pleased with her contentment and 
resignation." 

" May I go too?" asked Amy, when Mrs Saville 
left the room. 

Mrs Herbert thought for a moment, and then re- 
plied: — " You may, my dear, if you are willing to 
assist in helping these poor people; I mean by work- 
ing for them, or doing anything else which may be in 
your power; but it never does any one good to go and 
see people who are suffering, merely from curiosity." 
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" I think, mamma," said Amy, " I should be very 
willing to do something for them, if you would tell 
me what it should be." 

" We must see them before we are able to decide," 
replied Mrs Herbert, " but we shall soon know, for 
here is Mrs Saville ready for her walk." 

The cottage was but a short distance from the 
parsonage, and on the road to Emmerton, and the 
carriage was ordered to meet them there, that Mrs 
Herbert might be spared any unnecessary fatigue. — 
Cottage it could not well be called, for it was little 
more than a hovel, divided into two parts; but it was 
the only one vacant in the neighbourhood, and the 
poor woman had gladly availed herself of any shelter 
when she became so ill; and though Mrs Saville's 
kindness had made it assume a more comfortable 
appearance than it had done at first, it was still very 
destitute of furniture, and, to Amy's eyes, looked the 
picture of wretchedness. The eldest girl was attending 
to her mother, and the five younger ones pla3ring 
before the door. At the appearance of the strangers, 
they all rushed into the house ; but Mrs Saville was 
an old friend; and, at her order, Amy's former 
acquaintance, Susan Reynolds, was called in. At first, 
Amy thought she should scarcely have known her 
again, — she was looking so much neater than when 
she had seen her that evening at Emmerton ; but she 
soon remembered her face, and the fi-ightened manner 
which she still retained. 

Mrs Herbert made many inquiries as to the state of 
the family, — ^who were their relations, what they 
intended to do, and whether any of them had ever 
been to school; and the girl showed by her answers 
that she had no idea of her mother's danger. When 
she got well, she said, they should all go home, and 
live with grandmother, and go to school. She had 
learnt to read and write herself; but the little ones 
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never had, only sometimes she had tried to teach 
them: but now her whole time was taken up in 
nursing, and it was ail she could do to keep them out 
of mischief and mend their clothes. 

Amy looked with a wondering eye upon the poor 
girl, as she gave this account of herself, and thought 
how impossible it would be for her to do as much; 
and yet there seemed to be but a slight difference in 
their ages, and the advantages of health and strength 
were all on her side. Mrs Herbert also remarked 
Susan's sickly countenance, and asked some questions 
as to her general health, but she could get very little 
i nformation. Susan's care was entirely given to others, 
and she thought but little of her own feelings. At 
times, she said, she was very tired, and she did not 
sleep well at night; but then the baby oflen cried, and 
she was anxious about her mother, and so it was very 
natural. Again, Amy felt surprised as she remem- 
liered her comfortable bed, and her quiet sleep, and 
her mamma's watchfulness on the slightest appearance 
of illness. 

** Does it not make you very unhappy," she asked, 
" to see your mother suffer so much?" 

" Yes, miss," replied the girl; " but then I think 
of the time when she will get well." 

*' But supposing she should. never get well," con- 
tinued Amy. 

Poor Susan started, as if the idea had never entered 
her head before; her eyes filled with tears; and, afler 
a great struggle, she said, in a broken voice: " Mother 
hopes to go to heaven." As she spoke, Mrs Herbert 
looked at her child, and Amy knew what the look 
meant; for it reminded her of the conversation at 
Emmerton, and she understood how true her mamma's 
words on that evening had been ; for her uncle Har- 
rington, with all his riches, could not expect a greater 
comfort than this for his death-bed. Conscious, how- 
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ever, that she had been the cause of a great deal of 
pain, her chief desire now was to make some amends; 
and, as they were about to go awaj, she whispered to 
her mamma, ^^ I should like so much to do something 
for her." 

" I wiU ask what would be most useftd," replied 
Mrs Herbert " This young lady," she added, turning 
to Susan, ^^ wishes to make something which may be 
of service to you. Should you like it to be a frock for 
yourself, or for one of the children?" 

<' For Bessy, ma'am, if you please," said Susan; 
'< her frock is all in rags, and it was quite old when 
she first had it." Bessy, who had run into the road 
to avoid the strangers, was summoned, and her mea- 
sure properly taken; and Mrs Herbert, slipping a 
shilling into Susan's hand, and telling her she should 
have the frock in a few days, left the cottage, followed 
by Mrs Saville and Amy. Mrs Saville promised to 
send word if any plan were proposed which could be 
a comfort to the poor woman, or an assistance to her 
children; and then, wishing her good morning, Mrs 
Herbert and Amy stepped into the carriage, and were 
once more on the way to Emmerton. 

<' My dear child," said Mrs Herbert, finding that 
Amy made no observation on what had passed, '' are 
you sorry that you went with mef " 

" Oh, no! mamma," exclaimed Amy; " but I am 
sorry that I said anything to Susan about her mother 
not getting well. I am afraid I made her very miser- 
able." 

" It was thoughtless, my dear," replied Mrs Her- 
bert; '^ not but what it is quite necessary that Susan 
should be prepared, but then it would have been 
better for Mrs Saville to have broken it to her gently. 
These things happen to us all, from our not remem- 
bering, when we talk to people, to put ourselves in 
their situation. You woidd not have said it, if you 
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had called to mind what your own feelings would 
have been in a similar case." 

" But, mamma, it is impossible to be always on the 
watch." 

^' It is very difficult, but not impossible," said Mrs 
Herbert : " habit will do wonders ; and the earlier we 
begin thinking about other persons' feelings, the more 
easy it will be to us to do so always ; and I wish you 
particularly to be careful now, my love, because you 
will probably be thrown much more amongst strangers 
than you have been ; and half the quarrels and un- 
comfortable feelings that we witness in society, arise 
from some little awkwardness or thoughtlessness in 
speech without any offence being intended. Though 
you are so young. Amy, you may soon learn, by a 
little observation, what things are likely to pain 
people, and what are not." 

" But," said Amy, " I thought it was always 
necessary to speak the truth." 

" Yes," replied her mother, " it certainly is quite 
necessary whenever you are called upon to do it : for 
instance, if you had been asked whether you thought 
it likely that Mrs Reynolds would get well, it would 
have been quite right in you to say, no, because you 
had heard so from Mrs Saville; but there was no 
occasion for you to make the observation of your own 
accord." 

" I think I know what you mean, mamma," said 
Amy, " but will you tell me one thing more ? Why 
did you say it would do me no good to see the poor 
woman, if I did not mean to help her ? I am sure, 
whether I could have done anything or not, I should 
have been very sorry for her." 

"I should like to give a long answer to your question, 
my dear," answered Mrs Herbert ; " but here we ai*e 
at the lodge gate, and there is Stephen ready to wel- 
come U8, so we must leave it till another time." 
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"How quickly we have come!" exclaimed Amy. 
" Do, mamma, let me get out, and walk up to the 
house with Stephen ; I want to hear what he says, 
and whether he is as impatient as I am." 

But it was only the quick glance of the eye that 
betrayed Stephen's impatience, as he turned to look 
up the road by which Mr Harrington's carriage was 
expected to arriye. He seemed even little inclined 
for conversation, though Amy did her best to draw 
him out, as she one moment walked quietly by his 
side, then ran joyously before him, and then suddenly 
stopped to ask hun some questions about the prepara- 
tions that had been made. His dress, too, was different 
from what it usually had been, excepting when he 
appeared at church on a Sunday. And Amy saw the 
black crape round his hat, which told that he, like her 
Tnaminft^ could not feel unmixed pleasure in the return 
of his master's &mily to their former home. 



AMY HERBEBT. 55 



CHAPTER IV. 

As they entered the house, Amy's quick eye soon 
discovered the changes that had taken place since she 
was last there. A detachment of servants and a large 
quantity of furniture had arrived three days before ; 
and Mrs Bridget was now in all her glory, putting 
the finishing stroke to every thing, moving tables and 
chairs to suit her own taste, careRiUy effacing every 
symptom of dust, and ordering servants in all direc- 
tions, partly because she thought they might as well be 
actively employed, and partly because she felt it was 
so grand to command tall men in livery. Her smart 
silk gown seemed to Amy's ears to rustle more audibly 
than ever as she met her in the hall, and there was a 
greater profusion of frills and ribbons about her wide- 
spreading cap, and, above all, a mixture of importance 
and bustie in her step, which, with the shnll voice 
and up-turned nose and chin, showed that she felt 
herself for the time being, the superior of jBvery one 
about her. Nevertheless, she received Amy most 
graciously, told her that she had persuaded Mrs 
Herbert to rest in the great drawing-room, and endea- 
voured to induce her to do the same ; but this was 
quite contrary to Amy's inclinations, and the moment 
i^e could escape &om Mrs Bridget's fine words, she 
ran off to see that her mamma was comfortable, and 
the next minute her light step was heard as she danced 
along the galleries exploring every room, new and old, 
to see what alterations were made in them. This was 
not quite according to Bridget's notions of propriety, 
and she muttered to herself that it would not do by- 
and-by, — ^Miss Amy would soon find out that the 
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house was not hers ; but her partiality got the better 

of her dignity, and Amy continued the search, till, 

having satisfied her curiosity, she stationed herself 

half way between the lodge and the house to watch 

for the carriage. Every moment seemed now an age ; 

but she was not long kept in suspense ; after about 

ten minutes, the rumbling of wheels was distinctly 

heard, and almost immediately afterwards the gates 

were thrown open, and a carriage and four drove 

rapidly down the avenue. Amy's heart beat quickly ; 

she stood for a few moments looking at it, and then 

half frightened as it came nearer and nearer, she ran 

at ftiU speed towards the house, that she might be the 

first to give the joyful intelligence to her mother. But 

Mrs Herbert's anxious ear had already caught the 

sound, and she was standing on the steps when her 

child flew to her almost breathless. £ven in that 

moment of excitement. Amy could not help noticing 

the deadly paleness of her mother's fiice ; but there 

was now no time for words, the carriage stopped at 

the door, and Mrs Herbert, making a great effort to 

command her feelings, with a firm voice welcomed her 

brother and his family to Emmerton. Amy shrank 

behind her mamma, with but one wish, to avoid being 

observed by the tall grave-looking gentleman, whom 

she thought she never could call uncle ; and Mrs 

Herbert, considering only her brother's painful feelings, 

suffered him to pass with but very few words. Mrs 

Harrington followed, and Amy scarcely remarked what 

her aunt was like, her whole mind being occujiied 

with wondering whether the two fashionable-looking 

young ladies, who remained in the carriage searching 

for their baskets and books, could possibly be her own 

cousins. 

"Which is Dora, mamma?" she whispered. 

But Mrs Herbert moved forward, as her nieces ran 
up the stops, saying, " Your mamma has left, me to 



■^i<^*S»'^i*V?*BHiri^i«gNPHBiH^^*i«fi^ 



AMY HEBBEBT. 57 

introduce myself, my dear girls. I can hardly imagine 
you have any remembrance of your aunt Herbert and 
your cousin Amy. I suppose I shall not be mistaken 
in calling you Dora," she added, as she kissed the 
one who, from her height and general appearance, 
was evidently the eldest. 

Amy's first curiosity was thus set at rest, but in its 
stead she was seized with an overpowering feeling of 
shyness. Dora looked almost as awful a person as 
her papa, whom she very much resembled. There 
was the same high forehead, dark eye, rather large 
nose, and haughty curl of the lip ; and her height, 
which was unusual at her age, gave the idea of her 
being at least two years older than she really was ; 
and Amy turned to Margaret in despair of finding 
anything like a companion ; but Margaret had a much 
younger &ce, and slighter figure, though she also was 
tall ; and if her dress and manner had been less like 
those of a grown-up person, Amy might, perhaps, 
have felt more comfortable. 

** You are quite right, aunt," said Dora, in a sharp 
loud voice, which sounded disagreeably in Amy's ears, 
after the gentle tones to which she had listened firom 
her infancy; " I am Dora, and this is Margaret, and 
there is little Rose behind." 

" I begin to think," said Mrs Herbert, " that, after 
all, Rose will be Amy's best playfellow; we were 
neither of us quite prepared for anything so tall and 
womanly, and Amy is such a tiny child, you wiU 
think her more fit for the nursery than the school- 
room, I suspect." 

"Is this Amy?" said Dora, giving her first a 
patronising tap on the shoulder, and then a hasty 
kiss ; " I daresay we shall be very good Mends," 
and without anodier word she ran into the house. 

" I am sure we shall," said Margaret, in a more 
affectionate tone, and Amj^ who had been chilled 
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by Dora's manner, returned her embrace most 
cordially. 

" I must give little Rose a kiss before we go into 
the drawing-room," said Mrs Herbert, ^' and perhaps, 
Margaret, you will introduce me to Miss Morton." 

Margaret stared, as if she did not quite understand 
her aunt's meaning. " Oh !" she said, " there is no 
occasion for that, we never do it with her ; but, to be 
sure," she continued, seeing that Mrs Herbert looked 
grave, '' if you like it. Sinmions, help Miss Morton 
down." 

The footman moved forward a few steps, liflcd 
little Rose from the carriage, and then held out his 
hand to Miss Morton, who was seated by the side of 
the lady's maid. 

. " Which is Miss Morton?" asked Mrs Herbert in 
a low voice, much puzzled between two silk gowns, 
two silk bonnets, and two lace veils. 

" Well, that is amusing I" exclaimed Margaret, 
pertly, and bursting into a short conceited laugh. 
*' Certainly, Morris is the nicest-looking of the two. 
Morris, my aunt did not know you and Emily Morton 
apart." 

Amy felt very uncomfortable at this speech, though 
she scarcely knew why ; and even Margaret, when 
the words were uttered, seemed conscious they were 
wrong; for with a heightened colour, and without 
waiting to introduce IVlrs Herbert, she seized Amy's 
hand, and turned quickly away. 

" Miss Morton will, I am sure, willingly pardon a 
mistake which only distance could have caused," said 
Mrs Herbert, as she looked with interest at the deli- 
cate features and sweet expression of the peculiarly 
lady-like young girl, whose face had become like 
crimson on hearing Margaret's thoughtless speech. 
" I ought to know you ; for I well remember seeing 
you some years ago, when I was staying with my 
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brother at Wayland Court ; but you were then such- a 
child, that I confess I find a considerable alteration.*' 

The answer to this was given in a low hurried tone, 
for Emily Morton had lately been so little accustomed 
■ to civility, that it conned her almost as much as 
neglect. She seemed only anxious to divert IVIrs 
Herbert's attention from herself to little Rose as soon 
as possible ; and whispering to the child to go with 
her aunt into the drawing-room, she herself followed 
the lady's maid in a different direction. Amy was 
by this time rather more at her ease ; and when Mi^ 
Herbert entered, she was standing by her uncle, and 
had found courage to say a few words. Mrs Harring- 
ton was le^ing bp.ck on the sofa, taking but slight 
notice of anything ; and Dora and Margaret were 
examining the fomiture, and making remarks which 
were far from pleasing to Amy's ears. The room was 
so dark, and the windows were so deep, and the fur- 
niture was so very old fashioned, they were quite sure 
they never could be happy in such a strange place ; 
and after the first observations about the journey were 
over, Amy began to feel still more uncomfortable ; for 
she fancied that her mamma wished her to be away, 
that she might talk to her ,uncle and aunt, and yet 
her cousins showed no intention of leaving the room. 
At last, surprised at her own boldness, she whispered 
to Dora, who was standing next her, " Should you 
not like to see the house up stairs ?" 

Dora turned sharply round, and Amy could not 
quite understand the tone of her voice, as she said, 
" I suppose you wish to do the honours." 

" Amy, my love," said Mrs Herbert, who had over- 
heard the question and answer, " You must recollect 
that your cousins are at home ; they will go up stairs 
when they please." 

Poor Amy felt puzzled and vexed ; she had meant 
no harm, and yet both her mamma and Dora seemed 



60 AMY HERBERT. 

annoyed. She did not, however, venture to say 
anything further, and was quite relieved when 1^ 
Harrington remarked that it was a good notion, the 
girls had better go and choose their rooms at once, 
and settle themselves a little ; and by that time they 
would be ready, perhaps, for their, tea, as they had 
all dined on the road quite early. 

Amy hung back, afraid of again doing something 
which her cousin might not like ; but Margaret called 
to her to follow them, and in a few moments she had 
forgotten her discomfort in the pleasure of showing 
the different apartments, and pointing out all their 
several advantages. But Dora and Margaret were 
very difficult to please : one room was too small, 
another too large ; one looked out at the back, and 
another at the side ; one was too near the drawing- 
room, and another too far off. Still Amy did not 
care ; for she had determined in her own mind that 
they would decide upon the bed-room oriel, which 
was just over the old school-room. 

" Well ! this really does seem as if it would do,'* said 
Margaret, as they entered. " Do look, Dora ; it is the 
prettiest room in the whole house, and has the prettiest 
view, too; and the dressing-room is so large and nice.*' 

" I care very little which room I have," said Dora, 
who was looking grave and unhappy. " The house 
is so sad and melancholy, it is all much the same ; 
we shall never be happy here." 

" Not happy !" said Amy. " Oh yes ! by-and-by 
you will ; it never seems gloomy to me." 

" That is because you have always been accustomed 
to it," replied Dora. " J£ you had seen Wayland 
Court, you would think nothing of this." 

" Dora is determined not to be happy," said Mar- 
garet; and then she added, in a whisper to Amy, 
" She was so very fond of poor Edward." 

Dora evidently heard the words ; for the tears rushed 
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to her eyes, and she bit her lip and began walking 
about examining the pictores ; but the painting which 
hung over the mantelpiece quite overcame all attempt 
at composure. It was the picture of Mr Harrington's 
grand&.ther, taken when a boy. He was represented 
riding in the park, on a spirited pony ; and both Dora 
and Margaret saw in a moment the likeness to their 
brother. It was not natural for Dora to give way to 
any display of feeling ; but she had suffered very much 
during her brother's illness, — and this, with her regret 
at leaving Wayland, the fatigue of the journey, and 
what she considered to be die gloom of the house, 
entirely overpowered her ; and Amy, who had never 
been accustomed to the sight of any grief, except her 
mamma's quiet tears, became frightened. Margaret, 
too, looked astonished, but neither said nor did any- 
thing to assist or comfort her sister ; and Amy, having 
exhausted all the kind expressions she could think o^ 
as last remembered Mrs Herbert's infallible remedy of 
a glass of water, which soon enabled Dora, in some 
degree, to recover herself. At first she took but little 
notice of Amy, who stood by her side, begging her to 
try and be happy ; in &ct, like many other proud per- 
sons, she felt annoyed that she had given way so much 
before a mere child, as she considered her cousin to 
be ; but there was no withstanding the winning tones 
of Amy's voice, and the perfect smcerity of her man- 
ner ; and when, at last, she became silent, and looked 
almost as unhappy as herself, Dora's haughtiness was 
quite subdued, and she exclaimed, << I must love you. 
Amy ; for no one else would care whether I were 
miserable or not." 

Amy was surprised at the idea of any person's see- 
ing others suffer and not feeling for them ; but, rejoic- 
ing in the success of her efforts, she now tried to divert 
Dora's attention, by talking of the conveniences of the 
room, and Uie view from the window. It was, at 
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length, quite decided that tliey should occupy it, and 
the bell was forthwith rung to summon Morris. But 
the summons was given in vain ; no Morris appeared. 
Again and again the rope was pulled, but no footsteps 
were heard in answer. Dora became irritated and 
Margaret fretful ; and, after a considerable delay. Amy 
proposed that, as she knew the way to the house- 
keeper's room, she should try and find out Morris, who 
was very probably there. The thought of the strange 
servants was certainly alarming ; but then her. cousins 
were in distress, and she could help them ; and, over- 
coming her timidity, she set off on what appeared to 
her quite an expedition. Boldly and quickly she 
threaded her way through the dark winding passages, 
every turn of which had been familiar to her from her 
childhood. But when she stopped at the head of the 
back staircase, and listened to the hubbub of voices in 
the servants' hall, her first fears returned. Even 
Bridget's shrill tones were drowned in the medley of 
sound, and Amy looked in vain, in the hope of seeing 
her cross the passage. After a few moments, how* 
ever, she felt inclined to laugh at her own shyness, and 
ran quickly down, determining to inquire for Morris of 
the first person she met. The servants were rushing 
to and fro, in every direction, in all the important 
bustle of a first arrival, and one or two pushed by 
without taking any notice of her ; but Amy, having 
resolved not to be daunted, still went on ; and, as a 
door suddenly opened, immediately at her side, and a 
tall female servant (as she imagined), dressed in deep 
mourning entered the passage, she turned eagerly to 
her, pulled her gown, and begged to know where 
Morris was to be found. To her extreme consterna- 
tion, her aunt's voice answered quickly and angrily. 

" Who is this ? Amy here ! how xery improper, 
amongst all the servants ! Why did you not ring the 
bell, child ? Go away this n\oment." 
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Amy's first impulse was to obey as fiist as possible ; 
but she knew she was doing no harm; and a few 
wopds, which her fright, however, made it difficult to 
utter, soon explained to Mrs Harrington the cause of 
her appearance there. Morris was instantly sum* 
moned, and Amy returned to her cousins to recount 
her adventure* 

^' You don't mean to say mamma saw you amongst 
all the servants?" exclaimed Margaret. ^' Weill I 
would not have been yea for something ; it is just the 
very thing she most objects to. I have h^rd her 
lecture by the hour about it ; we have never been 
allowed to go within a mile of the kitchen ; and even 
little Rose, though she is such a baby, is kept just as 
strict." 

" Well, but," said Amy, " why did you let me go 
if you knew my aunt would object ?" 

" Oh I " said Margaret, " you offered, and I thought 
mamma was safe in the drawing-room." 

" And we wanted Morris," interrupted Dora ; " I 
hate &dse excuses." 

Amy felt rather angry, and thought she should not 
have done the same by them ; but every thing this 
evening was so very new and strange, that she kept 
all her feelings to herself for the present, to be talked 
over with her mamma when they got home. 

" But were you not very much frightened f " con 
tinued Margaret. ^' What did you say when mamma 
spoke to you?" 

" I was frightened just at first," replied Amy ; 
" but then I knew I was not doing any thing wrong, 
and so I did not realty care." 

" Well, if you are not the boldest little thing I ever 
met with," said Margaret ; ^^ even Dora would have 
cared, if she had been you." 

" It is no use to say any more," exclaimed Dora, in 
rather an irritated voice, for she prided herself upon 
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caring for nobody ; '^ we must leave off talking now, 
and proceed to work. I am resolved to have all my 
things unpacked, and settled to-night ; so I shall 
choose my drawers and closets, and say where I will 
have them put, and then Morris may as well begin." 

'' But it is so late, miss," said poor Morris, who was 
quite exhausted with the packing of the previous night, 
and the fatigue of the long day^s journey ; '' and yours 
and Miss Margaret's things are mixed, many of them.'^ 

Dora coloured, and said, angrily, << You forget your- 
self, Morris ; I have told you that I choose to have 
my boxes unpacked to-night" 

Amy longed to petition for a Httle mercy ; but she 
was beginning to learn not to interfere where she had 
no power, and Dora immediately walked round the 
room to examine drawers and closets, and to give direc- 
tions, while Morris stood by, the picture of despairing 
fatigue. Margaret was too indolent to give herself 
much trouble about the matter, and Amv was rather 
astonished to see that Dora did not consult her in the 
least. She chose the best of every thing for herself; 
and when Morris inquired what Miss Margaret wished 
to have done, the only answer she could get was, that 
it did not signify ; at any rate, to-morrow would be 
quite soon enough to settle, for she was &r too tired 
to think about it now ; and Morris, thankM for even 
a partial respite, asked for no more orders, but hastened 
away to make the proper selection of trunks and im- 
perials. Dora and Mai^aret then arranged their dress 
and went down stairs to tea, followed by Amy, who 
felt alarmed as she thought of encountering her aunt's 
eye after her misdemeanour. Mrs Harrington, how- 
ever, took but little notice of her ; she had in some 
degree recovered her energy, and was able to exert 
herself at the tea-table ; and, as whatever she did 
always occupied her whole attention, she seemed to 
be quite engrossed in cups and saucers, mUk and 
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cream ; and Amy placed herself at the fiirthcst distsmce 
from her, taking care to have the urn between them, 
and reserving a place at her side for her mamma, 
who was standing at tlje window, talking in a low 
voice to Mr Harrington. But when the labour of 
tea-making was over, Mrs Harrington was able to 
tliink of odier things, and her first inquiry was, what 
the girls thought of their rooms, and why they had 
been obliged to send Amy into the servants' hall. 

^^ I suppose there is no bell, mamma," said Dora ; 
" for we rang a great many times, but no one came.^. 

" Where was Miss Morton ? " said Mrs Harrington ; 
" she ought to have been with you : it would not 
signify her going amongst the servants, but it was 
highly improper for your cousin." 

'^ Emily Morton always thinks she has enough to 
do to take care of herself," said Margaret ; '^ she is 
not over-fond of helping any one." 

This struck Amy as very unjust ; for Miss Morton 
had not been told where they were, and, of com*se, was 
not to blame. She was not aware that it was usual 
with Mrs Harrington to put upon Miss Morton every 
tiling that went wrong, and that she was expected to 
be at hand to assist Dora and Margaret on all occa- 
sions, no one considering, for an instant, whether the 
expectation were reasonable or unreasonable. 

^' But, mamma," said Dora, '^ I must tell you that 
Emily did not know we were gone to our rooms, so 
we ought not to find feult with her." 

" But I do find fault with her, Dora," replied Mrs 
Harrington ; " she knows very well what is expected 
of her, and she ought to have inquired whether she 
could be of any use to you." 

" But, mamma," — ^persisted Dora. 

" I will not hear any buts, Dora ; I must be the 
beat judge of .what Miss Morton's duties are ; you are 
not generally so apt to take her pai't." 
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" Onlj I hute injustice," mattered Dora, in 
tone. 

" And I can't bear Emily Morion," y 
Margaret, who was sitting n«zt Amy. 

" Can't bear her 1" exclaimed Amy. 

"Unsh! hush!" said Mai^arct; "I jon'l w 
eveiy one to hear." 

Amj would have repeated her ezclamatioa in a 
lower voice ; but Mrs Herbert now approached the 
tea-table, and began asking questions of her D\ec«s, 
and trying as much as possible to make herself at 
home with them. Dora's answers were rather pert, 
and Margaret's rather afiectod ; but neither Mr nor 
Mrs Harrington checked them in the least, and Amy 
felt annoyed at hearing them speak to her mamm& 
almost as fiuniliarly as if she had been of Ih^ own 
age. She herself sat perfectly silent, too much in 
awe of her aunt's grave looks to venture an obser- 
vation, and quite amused '^th watching what passed, 
and remarking to herself upon the magnificence of 
the silver tea-am and its append^es, and the pro- 
fusion of things with which the table was covered, 
so different fix)m what she was accustomed to see 
at tlie cottage. She was not sorry, however, -when 
her mamma proposed ordering the carriage ; for the 
novelty of every thing did not quite make up for the 
restraint she was under. She waa afi«id not only of 
her uncle and aunt, but even of the footmeu when 
they came near, and she anxiously observed Dora 
and Margaret, thinking she could not do wrong in 
imitating them. 

" We shall see you to-morrow at the cottagej *■ 
hope," sfud Mrs Herbert to her brother, when the 
carriage was announced. 

Mrs Harrington answered for him in a short un- 
gracious manner — " I don't know, indeed, there will 
he BO much to arrange ; perhaps the girls may manage 
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it ; but Mr Harrington's time and mine will be com- 
pletely occupied." 

" I shall come and see you as soon as possible, 
you may be quite sure," said Mr Harrington ; ^' it 
is too great a pleasure to talk over every thing with 
you, for me not to seize all opportunities of doing so 
though, perhaps to-morrow, as Charlotte says, I may 
be very busy." 

"Then we will expect the girls alone," replied 
Mrs Herbert. " Amy is longing to do the honours 
of the cottage ; and if they come about one o'clock, 
they can have their luncheon with us." Amy added 
her entreaties, and Margaret, with a great many 
kisses, declared it would be the thing of all others 
she should most enjoy ; while Dora simply said 
<' good night," and expressed no pleasure about the 
matter. When Amy found herself alone with her 
mamma, her first wish was to talk over all that had 
passed, but Mrs Herbert was looking very pale and 
exhausted, and her child had lately learnt to watch 
every change in her countenance, and to understand 
in a moment when it was necessary for her to be 
silent ; she therefore said but Httle during their drive 
home ; and it was not till Mrs Herbert was seated in 
the arm-chair in her own room, that Amy ventured 
to express her feelings. " I may talk to you now, 
mamma," she said, " for there is no rumbling of the 
carriage to worry you ; but you did look so ill when 
we left Emmerton, that I did not like to do it." 

" Yes, my dear," said Mrs Herbert, " it has been 
a very trying day; but you shall ease your mind 
before you go to deep, and tell me how you like 
your cousins, and every thing you have been doing, 
and saying, and feeling." 

^^The doing and saying will be easy enough," 
replied Amy; "but, dear mamma, it was all so 
strange, I cannot tell at all what I have been feel- 
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ing; and then I cannot make up ray mind about 
anything, and that puzzles me. I always ^cied I 
should be able to tell, at once, what I liked and dis- 
liked ; but all the way home I have been trying to 
find out which of my cousins is the nicest ; and one 
moment I think one thing, and the next another: 
and then the house was so changed with the differ- 
ent furniture, that it seemed quite like another place ; 
only not quite another either, more like what the 
cottage seems to me in my dreams ; and then I am 
so afraid of my aunt, and I think I made her angry ; 
but I must tell you about that presently. I was so 
frightened at the men-servants too, there were such 
a number, and that one with the black hair, who 
was not in livery, is so like Mr Saville of Colworth, 
that I thought at first he was going to speak to me." 

Mrs Herbert smiled. " You have certainly con- 
trived to get a curious medley in your head. Amy ; 
but you will never be able to talk over all these 
things to-night, it is getting so late." 

" No, mamma," said Amy, " I feel as if there 
would be something to say if I were to go on till 
to-morrow ; but I should care for nothing else if I 
could only make out which of my cousins I like 
best." 

" But," said Mrs Herbert, " it is hardly possible 
to settle such a weighty matter, on so short an ac- 
quaintance ; probably, if you decided it to-night, 
you would change again to-morrow. I daresay, it 
will take some time before you can know them suffi- 
ciently weU, really to make up your mind." 

" Well," sighed Amy, " I suppose I must leave it.. 
I think, though, I like Margaret, because she is affec- 
tionate ; and Dora, because she seems to speak just 
what she means ; but I liked Margaret much better 
when We were alone, than when she was talking to you, 
mamma, her voice and all seemed quite different." 



^m^^a^fmmmmsKm^mm 



4 

AMY HEBBEBT. 69 

^^ And what did you thmk of Rose?" aaked Mrs 
Herbert. 

^^ Oh ! I only saw her for a moment, she looked as 
if she must be a darling little thing, she is so very 
pretty ; but, mamma, I cannot understand about Miss 
Morton. Is she a lady?" 

'* Tes, my dear, certainly ; she is the daughter of a 
clergyman." 

^^ But, then, where was she all the evening ? She 
did not come in at tea-time." 

'' I believe she generally spends the evenings alone," 
replied Mrs Herbert, " as I told you the other day." 

'^ It seems so strange," said Amy ; " and Margaret 
told me she could not bear her, so I suppose she must 
be very disagreeable." 

" You must not judge of people merely from what 
you hear, but from what you see of them too," said 
Mrs Herbert ; '' so don't determine upon poor Miss 
Morton's being disagreeable till you are more ac- 
quainted w^ith her: she seemed to me to be very 
gentle and ladylike." 

'^ I feel as if I never should be able to decide 
about any one now," sighed Amy, << I am so very 
puzzled; and I am not quite sure whether I have 
been happy to-night." 

" My dear child," said Mrs Herbert, " I must send 
you to bed, for I am sure if you sit up thinking and 
talking any more you will be unfit for every thing 
to-morrow. I only wish you to tell me what you 
could have done to make your aunt angry with you." 

Amy repeated the history of her adventure, but 
Mrs Herbert made no observation upon it ; and she 
was then sent to her room to prepare for bed. 

" You will come b^k to me when you are ready 
to read," said Mrs Herbert. And in about half an 
hour's time Amy reappeared with her Bible. 

<' It seems so nice and quiet," she said, ^^ to be able 
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to sit down with you quite alone, mamma, after seeing 
so many people; and I think I shall go to sleep better 
when I have read my psalm as usual." 

" I hope you will always find it a blessing to read 
your Bible, my dear ; and I know myself that it is 
peculiarly so when we have been much excited ; there 
is something so calm and soothing in it.'' 

Amy read her psalm, and did not attempt to say 
anything more about Emmerton, for she had always 
been taught that her last thoughts, before she slept, 
should be of God and heaven rather than of the 
things of earth ; only, as Mrs Herbert bent over her, 
to give her the last kiss, she said, <' Mamma, may I tell 
you one thing which came into my head to-night? You 
know I have read in the Bible, and have heard people 
talk about the world, and that there are temptations 
in it, and that we ought to avoid it ; and I never could 
quite understand this, because it seemed that I had no 
world, for you always do what is right, and there is 
no evil in the trees and flowers ; and one day you said 
that the world was different to every body, and that it 
meant the things which tempted us to do wrong : and 
to-night, when I was sa3ring my prayers, I recollected 
that I had felt angry with my cousins, and that you 
had said, ' that perhaps being with them would make 
me envious;' and then it came into my head, that 
perhaps Emmerton will be my world — do you think 
it will?" 

" Most probably it may be," said Mrs Herbert. 

" But then, mamma, will it be right to go there?" 

" It is not right to shut ourselves up from our 
relations, and so lose opportunities of learning good 
from them, or setting them a good example," replied 
her mother. " If your cousins are better than yoiu'self, 
they will, I hope, be of great use to you ; and if they 
are not, you may try and benefit them. Your being 
envious and angry is your faidt, not theirs ; and if you 
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were never to see them again, you would still have the 
same bad feelings in jour mind. Renouncing the 
world does not mean shutting ourselves up and never 
seeing any one ; but it does mean trying to avoid 
unnecessary occasions of temptation, as well as to 
overcome sin ; and you will avoid the world, not by 
keeping away from your cousins, but by striving 
against evil feelings and actions when yon are with 
them, and not allowing yourself to envy tiiem because 
they are richer, and live in a larger house." 

^' I should like to talk a great deal more, mamma," 
said Amy, " only I am so sleepy." 

" We must have some more conversation to- 
morrow," said Mrs Herbert, as she left the room. 
And in two minutes Amy had forgotten all her 
difficulties, and all her pleasures, in the deep, calm 
repose, which few but cl^dren can enjoy. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The first impression on Amy's mind, after her intro- 
duction to her cousins, on their arrival at Emmerton, 
was that of disappointment. The long-looked-for 
event had come and passed, but it had not brought 
with it the pleasure that had been anticipated. Her 
cousins were not at all what she had expected to see; 
and she felt as if thej were more like strangers now 
than when she had only pictured them to herself 
such as she desired. And yet it was so strange to 
her to be unhappy or discontented, that she did not 
long dwell upon the things which had annoyed her 
in them, but turned with pleasure to the hope that 
it was her own fault they did not seem more kind 
and agreeable, and that when she knew them better 
she should find them all she could wish. There 
was great enjoyment too in talking over every thing 
-with her mamma at breakfast, which she could 
easily do now that the fatigue and excitement were 
gone; and so fully did Emmerton engross her thoughts 
that she entirely forgot Susan Reynolds, and the 
promised frock, till Mrs Herbert produced it, ready 
prepared, after the lessons were finished, and begged 
her to do as much as she could before her cousins' 
arrival. 

'^ It will not be much, I am afraid, mamma," said 
Amy, " for it is getting late, and they agreed to be 
here by one ; but I must do more this evening." 

" Yes," said Mrs Herbert, " I should be sorry if 
the poor child were disappointed." 

" So should I too, mamma. Now I have seen her, 
I really do feel it will be a pleasure to help her. And 
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will you tell me, whilst I am working, what you had 
not time to speak about yesterday! I mean, why it 
never does people any good to go and see others suffer 
merely from curiosity." 

^' It not only does them no good, but it does them 
harm," replied Mrs Herbert, ^^ and for this reason : 
Grod gives to almost every one, and especially to young 
people, many kind amiable feelings, as a sort of treasure 
which they are carefully to keep. Now, these kind 
feelings, as people grow older, gradually die away as 
they get accustomed to the sight of suffering, and so 
at last they are likely to become cold and hard- 
hearted ; and there is only one sure w&jfj£ preventing 
this, — ^by doing kind actions whenever we are blessed 
with kind feelings. Perhaps you would rather I 
should explain myself more clearly," added Mrs Her- 
bert, as Amy laid down her work, and looked thought- 
fully in her mother's fece. " When you saw Susan 
Reynolds yesterday you had compassion for her, and a 
great wish to help her : this was the good feeling given 
you by God : but supposing you had thought that, 
after all, it was too much trouble to work for her, you 
would soon have forgotten her, and the next time you 
saw her you would probably have pitied her less, and 
the next time lesd still ; and if you had gone on so, 
you might have ended in becoming perfectly cold and 
selfish : but by determining to do something, you have 
kept up your interest ; and you will find that your 
kind feeling will continue and increase, not only for 
her, but for other persons you may see in distress." 

<< But then I have heard you say, mamma, that we 
ought not to follow our feelings entirely." 

" No ;" replied Mrs Herbert ; " because very often 
our feelings are wrong, and therefore we must have 
some other rule to go by, or we shall continually 
mistake our duties ; but when they are right they are 
given us by God to make those duties easy and 
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pleasant ; and if we do not encourage theta, we shall 
find when we grow old that it will be very difficult, if not 
almost impossible, to do right, however we may wish it." 

^' Then, mamma, if we had always good feelings 
there would be no occasion to do any thing but just 
what we felt inclined : how very nice that would be." 

" There is but one way of getting these good feel- 
ings," said Mrs Herbert, ^< and that is by doing what 
wo know we ought, whether we like it or not ; and 
only one way of keeping them when we have got them, 
by taking care always to act upon them ; and if we 
begin when we are young, it is astonishing how easy 
it will soon become. I know you like an illustration, 
Amy, to make you remember things ; so now I will 
give you one, to teach you the difference between 
feelings and duty. Feelings are like the horses which 
carry us quickly and easily along the road, only some- 
times they stumble, and sometimes they go wrong, 
and now and then they will- not move at all ; but duty 
is like the coachman who guides them, and spurs them 
up when they are too slow, and brings them back 
when they go out of the way." 

'^ Thank you, mamma," said Amy, as she ran to the 
window at the sound of approaching wheels ; " I think 
I shall always remember now. And here come my 
uncle's feelings down the lane, — beautiful grey ones ; 
and there is duty on the coach-box driving them." 

" Well," observed Mrs Herbert, smiling, " I hope 
duty will guide the feelings properly round the comer, 
for it is a very awkward turn." 

Amy looked anxiously into the carriage as it drove 
up, and with great delight saw that it contained only 
her two cousins, for her aimt's stem look was suffi- 
ciently impressed upon her recollection to make the 
idea of meeting her again disagreeable. ^' I am so 
glad you are come !" she exclaimed to Margaret, who 
was the first to alight; <' I have finished all my lessons^ 
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and dinner will very soon be ready, and afterwards, if 
you like, we can go all over the garden." 

" I should not think that would take very long," 
said Dora, casting a contemptuous glance around. 

Amy, for a moment, felt almost ashamed, as if there 
were something disgraced in not having a large gar- 
den ; but she did not make any reply, and led her 
cousins into the house, with a secret dislike of their 
seeing how different it was from Emmerton, and a 
dread lest Dora should make some more observations. 
In her aunt's presence, however, Dora was rather sub- 
dued, and did not venture to remark upon any thing, 
though Amy, who watched her carefully, noticed the 
inquisitive look she gave to the furniture, as if she were 
determined to know exactly what every thing was made 
of: and when Mrs Herbert left them, her £b:st question 
was, " So this is your largest room, Amy, is itf " 

" Yes," said Amy ; " and we have a dining-room 
and study besides." 

'^ And is that all?" added Margaret. 

" All but the bed-rooms," replied Amy. 

" "Well ! how odd it must be to live in such a tiny 
house !" continued Margaret. " I should get so tired 
of it. To have lived all one's life in three rooms I 
Fancy, Dora, how strange it must be." 

" But," said Amy, " it does very well for mamma 
and me. You know many poor people have only 
one." 

" That may be all right for poor people ; but you 
are a lady ; you are our cousin." 

" Oh !" said Dora, " it does not signify when people 
are accustomed to it. And now Amy will be able to 
come and see us at Emmerton ; and she can walk 
about the grounds ; and sometimes, I daresay, mamma 
wUl let her have a drive in the carriage, which wiU 
make a nice change." 

Amy was extremely inclined to say that she never 



76 AMY HERBERT. 

wished to do any thing of the kind, for she remem- 
bered that only a week before she was able to walk 
all over Emmerton, both in the house and the park, 
without any person's permission being required but 
her majnma's. 

" You will like thj^t very much, shan't you, dear?" 
said Margaret, giving her a kiss. 

The kiss was not returned ; but Amy coloured, and 
only replied, that she did not want any change. 

'^ I declare you look quite ofiended," exclaimed 
Margaret; " doesn't she, Dora? "Well! I would not 
be so touchy for a great deal." 

<' I don't wish to be offended, and I am sure I 
could not bear to be touchy," said Amy, with tears in 
her eyes ; " only I am very happy with mamma." 

" Of course," said Margaret ; " but then you need 
not be angry with us merely because we wish to give 
you a little pleasure; besides, it is so unkind: I 
thought you would be fond of us, instead of getting 
so cross in a minute." 

This was rather more than poor Amy could bear, 
for she had never been blamed unjustly in her life, 
and believed that she must be in the wrong whenever 
any fault was found with her. She was conscious, 
too, of having felt angry ; and sorrow for this, added 
to a slight remaining irritation against her cousins, 
made her tears flow fast. 

" How siUy!" exclaimed Dora. ",We never meant 
'to vex you : you will get us all into a scrape if you 
cry, for my aunt will be back in a moment." 

^^ No one gets into a scrape with mamma," said 
Amy : <' but I am sure it would be me she would 
blame now ; and I am so sorry I was cross." 

" Never mind any thing more about it," said Mar- 
garet; ''just look natural again, and then we shall 
not care." 

Amy did her best to look natural ; but her mamma's 
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quick eye soon perceived, on her retnr^, that there had 
been something amiss : however, she asked no ques- 
tions, knowing that she should hear every thing when 
they were alone ; and both Dora and Margaret were 
considerably relieved when they found Siemselves 
seated at the dining-table, with Amy looking as bright 
and happy as usual. 

" You must make a good luncheon, my dears,'* 
said Mrs Herbert; "for I suppose you dme very 
late." 

" Oh, no P' replied Dora, " this will be our dinner : 
mamma always dislikes our being late." 

" She says it makes us ill, and spoils our com- 
plexions," added Margaret, casting, at the same time, 
a glance at her white neck in the glass which hung 
opposite to her ; " so we always dine about two with 
Emily Morton and Hose in the school-room." 

" Is Miss Morton very strict!" asked Amy. 

" Strict I" answered Dora, with a toss of her head. 
" Who should she be strict with ? She is not our 
governess." 

" But then she teaches you some things," said 
Amy. 

" Oh, yes, music and drawing ; but that any one 
can do. I should just as soon think of attending to 
Morris as to her." 

" Only," said Mrs Herbert, in a quiet, grave tone, 
" that she is older than you are, and is a lady by birth 
and education." 

Dora pouted and bit her lip, but she did not dare 
to make any pert reply, and only showed her displea- 
sure by the sulky way in which she answered her 
aunt's jRirther questions. Margaret was more com- 
municative ; and Amy soon became amused with her 
account of Wayland, and all they had been accus- 
tomed to do : but there was no interest shown for her 
in return, for Margaret seemed to find every subject 
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dull which did not immediately relate to herself. She 
appeared unwilling, also, to mention Miss Morton 
again, though Amy wished more to hear of her than 
of any other person or thing ; and when, after the 
dinner was ended, Mrs Herbert suggested they should 
go into the garden, she determined to ask them why 
they disliked her. 

'^ Do let me know,'' she said to Margaret, as they 
seated themselves in the arbour, after e^loring the 
not very spacious domain, " why you don't like Miss 
Morton. I told mamma, last night, that you said you 
could not bear her." 

" How iU-natured I" exclaimed Mai^aret ; " I de- 
clare I never wiU tell you any thing again. Unless 
you promise not to repeat to aunt Herbert what we 
say, I can assure you we shall take special care not to 
talk to you." 

^' Oh, Margaret!" said Amy, looking very much 
distressed ; '' indeed I meant no harm. But I cannot 
make such a promise ; for I always do tell mamma 
every thing, and she is never angry." 

" That won't do," replied Margaret : " you must, 
or we shall not talk to you." 

" But if there is no harm in what you say," asked 
Amy, " why must I not repeat it?" 

" It is no use arguing," replied Margaret. " I never 
could bear the notion that every word I said would be 
told over s^ain ; and, therefore, if you will not pro- 
mise, I will not talk : that is all." And she threw 
herself back, and began picking flowers to pieces. 
Then after a few moments' pause, she turned to Dora, 
and said "That was a very yi-natured trick she played 
on papa's birthday,— was it not?" 

Dora nodded assent ; and Margaret looked at Amy, 
hoping to excite her curiosity, for she was longing 
above all things to find some excuse for breaking her 
resolution. But Amy sat immoyable, only appearing 
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thoughtfol and unhappy. A second silence ensued, 
which was broken again by Margaret, who exclaimed, 
in a pettish tone, that the sun was so hot it was not 
to be borne : she wondered how any one could have 
built an arbour in such a position. 

Dora, though screened by the projecting branch of 
a tree, inime£ately took up the parasol at her side ; 
and Margaret began lamenting that she had left hers 
in the house. 

"Can't you spare me yours, Dora?" she said: 
" you never remembered you had it till I complained 
of the heat." 

" You always leave everything behind you," was 
Dora's answer ; " and I am sure I shall be burnt as 
brown as a berry if I don't shade myself. You had 
better go in and fetch your own parasol, and that will 
make you recollect it another time." 

" I know who left their handkerchief behind them 
only this morning," retorted Margaret ; " and I know 
who sent Emily Morton all over the house to look 
for it." 

" That was only once in a way," said Dora. And 
here a long bickering dialogue was carried on between 
the sisters, at the commencement of which Amy dis- 
appeared ; and.before it had been^ecided which pos- 
sessed most disagreeable qualities, a subject that was 
discussed with great warmtii and earnestness, Margaret 
found herself sheltered from the sun by the interven- 
tion of a parasol. 

" Where did you get it?" she exclaimed to Amy, 
" you did not bring it with you." 

" No," replied Amy ; " I got it from the house just 
now." 

"And did you really go in on purpose? Well, 
that was very good-natured, I must say ; and now I 
do think, as a reward, I will teU you about Emily 
Morton." 
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" A reward to herself, not to you, Amy,*' said Dora; 
" she has been dying to tell you all the time. I would 
have done it, only I knew it would come out if you 
had patience to wait." 

" But," replied Amy, in rather a timid voice, " I 
hope you understand, Margaret, that I cannot make 
any promise about mamma." 

" Why don't you hear what she has to say first," 
said Dora, ^^ and then talk about the promise afker- 
wardst" 

'^I would rather settle it first," answered Amy, 
firmly ; '' I should not have any pleasure in knowing 
it if I thought Margaret were mistaken about me." 

" Well 1 never mind now," said Margaret, " I am 
not going to speak treason ; and you are so good- 
natured, Amy, I am sure you will never repeat any 
thing to get us into a scrape." 

'^ Perhaps I am not good-natured," persisted Amy ; 
" so. pray don't tell me unless' you quite like it." - 

" But I do quite like it now ; and I am sure you 
are good-natured, and so you shall hear. I want to 
tell you what Emily Morton did last year on papa's 
birthday, and then I know you will hate her as much, 
as we do. We have always had quite a fiete given 
then ; for papa says it was begun when he came of 
age, and he does not like to give it up." 

"Oh!" said Amy, "that must have been what 
mamma was telling me about the other day ; she gave 
me a long account of it." 

« And did not aunt Herbert think it very delight- 
ful ! " asked Dora. " Papa always speaks of it witli 

such pleasure." ^ ,, , .^ i- 

« Yes " answered Amy ; " she says it was one of 

nSS£'v:;'"-ntinuedDora, "tohave 
every one looking up to one and envying one. I dare- 
say aunt Herbert wished she had been papa.' 
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" She said she wished it then," replied Amy ; " but 
I am sure she does not now." 

" What ! — ^not to have two great houses, and heaps 
of servants, and plenty of money! " said Margaret. 

" But," replied Amy, " mamma, when she told me 
the story, said that we all had the promise of much 
greater things given us at our baptism, and so it did 
not signify." 

" What do you mean, Amy?" asked Dora, in a 
tone of extreme surprise. " Great things promised 
us at our baptism I I never knew any thing I had 
either given or promised me then, excepting my name, 
and my old purple Bible and Prayer-book." 

" Oh, Dora!" exclaimed Amy, " pray do not talk 
80 ; I am sure it must be very wrong ; for mamma 
says that it has been the greatest thing in all my life, 
and that if I do as I promised I would then, I shall 
be quite sure of being happy when I die : and every 
year, on the day of my baptism, she makes me read 
over the service, ani talks to me about it." 

" Then it is very strange, that is all I can say," 
replied Dora. " I never in my life before heard any 
one say that baptism was any good besides giving a 
child a name." 

Amy looked still more shocked. " Oh ! but Dora," 
she said, very gravely, " indeed, it must be a great 
good ; for you know, when we were baptized, God 
gave us his Holy Spirit, that we might be able to do 
our duty." 

" I don't understand what you mean, Amy," said 
Dora, hastily, " and I don't think you understand 
yourself, so we will not talk any more about it. Do, 
Margaret, go on about Emily Morton." 

" I will," said Margaret, " if you will not interrupt 
me so. It was last year, Amy, on the day of the 
f<lte ; and two of my aunts, mamma's sisters, and my 
uncle, Sir Henry Charlton, came to Wayland to keep 
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it Uncle Henry knows a great deal about drawing, 
and lie always likes to see ours ; and he had promised 
us a long time before that if we could show him six 
good drawings on papa's birthday, he would give us 
each a beautiful picture done by one of the first artists 
in London. I worked very hard at first, and then I 
got a little tired, but I made sure I should be able to 
finish them in time ; only somehow or other, I was 
so hurried at last, for we had some new dresses to be 
tried on, and there were some songs to be practised, 
and there were a good many people staying in the 
house, that I had only five finished. I was in a great 
fidght, and my only hope was that uncle Henry would 
not count them: but in the morning, after he had 
looked at Dora's, I watched him count them^ and then 
I thought I had no chance ; but when I came to show 
mine, I found that by mistake one of Emily Morton's 
had got amongst them, which made them just right, 
and she was not in the room, so I had no fear of any 
thing being said ; and it was such a beauty, I was 
sure my uncle would be pleased. Well I he looked at 
them all, and said they were very good, and was ad- 
miring Emily Morton's especially, when, to my great 
horror, in she came, and he immediately called out 
to her to look at the drawings with him. I could not 
imagine what to do ; and at last I thought perhaps 
she would be good-natured for once in her life, so I 
went to her directly, and whispered aU about it, and 
asked her to let it pass, or I should lose my beautiful 
picture ; and really, Amy, it was worth a great deal 
of money; and do you know she actually declared 
she would not do it. I know I looked miserable, and 
I never begged so hard for any thing in my life ; and 
at last I was obliged to give it up, for uncle Henry 
began to wonder what we were talking about^ and so 
I ran out of the room, and then it all came out : and 
there was such a great fuss ; uncle Henry preached 



^ 
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me a sermon, and papa and mamma were 9o cross ; 
in fact I never got into such a scrape in my life before, 
and all because of Emily Morton. Now, shouldn't 
you hate her, Amy, if you were me ? " 

Amy was silent. 

" Oh !" continued Margaret, " you could not be 
so unkind as to take her part." 

" But," said Amy, " it seems as if she were right." 

" How can that be ? I am sure no one can be 
right who is unkind." 

" No," said Amy, looking a little perplexed ; " but 
then it would have been deceit 1" 

" Deceit! what deceit!" asked Margaret: " she 
had nothing to do with it ; all I wanted was for her 
to hold her tongue." 

" But your uncle would have thought the drawing 
was yours, when it was not." 

" And what harm would that have done? I will 
venture to say I could have finished just as good a one 
if I had tried ; it was only a sketch. No, no, it was 
mere ill-nature : she wished for the picture herself." 

" I tell you what, Margaret," said Dora, " she did 
not wish any such thing, because uncle Henry pressed 
her to have it, and she refused, and made him put it 
by till this year, that you might try again." 

" I hate such hypocrites," said Margaret ; " and 
she is so cold-hearted too. I used to kiss her and 
love her when first she came, but she never seemed 
to care a bit about it ; and now I never go neai* her 
if I can help it." 

" I should not mind any thing," said Dora, " if she 
did not put one down so : but she has such a way of 
saying things are right, I can't bear it ; as if we did 
not know what was right as well as she does. I shall 
teach her the dilBTerence between Miss Harrington 
and Miss Morton, I can tell her, when I come out." 

" And, then, people call her pretty," interrupted 
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Margaret. '' It makes me so angry, sometimes, to 
hear them go on about her beautiful eyes, and her 
black hair. She need have some beauty, for she 
spends quite enough time in dressing herself, I know." 

Amy listened to these remarks in silent astonish- 
ment, and with an increasing feeling of dislike to 
Miss Morton ; not that she agreed with Margaret as 
to her unkindness in the affair of the picture, for her 
strict sense of what was right and sincere, told her, in 
a moment that she could not have acted otherwise ; 
but it was impossible to hear so much said against a 
perfect stranger, without thinking that there must be 
some foundation for it, especially as Amy was accus- 
totaled to be very particular herself in every thing she 
said, and had not yet learned to suspect her cousins 
of exaggeration. 

" How very sorry you must be," she exclaimed, at 
length, " that Miss Morton ever came to you." 

" Sorry !" repeated Margaret. " Yes, I think we 
are sorry : but one thing I can tell you. Amy, she will 
not stay with us long. I resolved, directly after that 
business of the picture, that I would never rest till I 
got her out of the house ; and Dora feels the same." 

" I beg your pardon," replied Dora ; " I do not 
care enough about her : as long as she keeps to her 
own room, and does not plague me with constantly 
ringing in my ears that things are right, she may stay 
or not, as she likes." 

" But," said Amy, " you cannot send her away ; 
it must be your mamma." 

" What a simpleton you are ! " exclaimed Margaret, 
laughing : " there are a hundred ways of getting rid 
of a person you don't like ; and I tell you I should 
have done it long ago, if it had not been for Bose, 
who is so fond of her, and such a pet of mamma's, 
that she is humoured in every thing. Why, how 
surprised you look, and frightened too !" 
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" Only,'* said Amy, " I thought that my aunt would 
do just as she pleased, without asking any one." 

" I can't explain," said Margaret, " if you cannot 
understand ; but you will learn all about it when you 
have been a little at Emmerton with us : and you will 
see, too, how she spoils Kose; she snakes her so 
foolish, that she cannot bear to go to any one else, 
except mamma, -when she is in the room." 

" Then Miss Morton must be very kind to her," 
said Amy. 

" Kind ! Yes, to be sure, she is ; she knows quite 
well that if it were not for Rose, she would not stay 
long in our family." 

" And does she teach Kose entirely ? " asked Amy. 

" Yes, now she does, though, I believe, mamma 
never intended it at first ; but there was so much to 
be done with us, that it was very inconvenfent having 
so young a child at the same time; and so Emily 
Morton offered to take the charge of her, and she has 
gone on ever since. It is very odd of mamma allow- 
ing it when she dislikes governesses so ; but I think 
it would break Kose's heart if there were to be any 
alteration." 

" And what have you to do with her, then 1 " 

" Oh I we have regular music and drawing lessons 
twice a-week, and she attends to us, at other times, 
besides ; and then we breakfast, and dine, and drink 
tea with her, and make her useful when we want her. 
She does everything almost for Rose ; but that is her 
own choice. But I daresay you will know all about 
her ways soon; for when papa and mamma were 
talking of coming to Emmerton, I heard them say it 
would be a great advantage for you to learn of her ; 
and I daresay they will arrange for you to have music 
and drawing lessons with us. It will be so nice being 
together often." 

And Margaret gave Amy a kiss, which was very 

VOL, I. I 
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heartily returned. Amy looked at Dora, expecting 
Bometlung of the same kind from her ; but Dora was 
playing with her watch chain, and appeared to be 
taking no notice. 

" I shall like being with you,** replied Amy, " but 
I shall not like to learn of Miss Morton. Mamma is 
so kind, I don't know what I should do if any one 
were cross to me." 

" But is your mamma quite regular with you ? ** 
asked Margaret. 

" She used to be," said Amy ; " but lately, she has 
been very often iU : she gets so unhappy about papa." 

" Oh ! " observed Margaret, " I heard papa and 
mamma talking about her last night, after you were 
gone, and they said ^" 

" Hush, Margaret!" said Dora, turning suddenly 
round ; " it does not signify what they said. How 
can you be so thoughtless?" she added, in a lower 
tone. 

Margaret was about to make an angry reply, but 
she was prevented by Amy, who anxiously begged 
to be told every thing. Again Margaret would have 
spoken, but Dora a second time interposed ; and at 
the same moment Mrs Herbert appeared, and the 
conversation was interrupted. As they returned to 
the house, however. Amy remarked that Dora con- 
trived to speak a few words to her sister alone : and, 
when she afterwards repeated her entreaty, Margaret's 
reply was, that Dora and she thought it better not to 
teU. This did not satisfy Amy: but she could not 
urge Margaret to do any thing she felt was wrong ; 
and, after pondering in her own mind for some 
minutes what Mrs Harrington could possibly have 
said, she, as usual, quieted her uneasiness by deter- 
mining to talk to her mamma in the evening. 

" The carriage is waiting for you, my dears," said 
Mrs Herbert, as they walked towards the house; 
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*' and, if you could .find room in it for Amy and me, 
I should IOlb to go with you as far as the rectory ; for 
Mrs Walton has asked us to spend the evening with 
her, and I am always glad to be saved a walk." 

Amy looked delighted, and ran up stairs with great 
glee to get ready ; and Margaret followed, offering to 
help her. 

" Whom shall you see at the rectory I'* she said, as 
Amy was expressing her happiness in rather ecstatic 
terms. " Are there children of your own age I " 

" No," replied Amy ; " no one but Mr and Mrs 
Walton ; they had one child, but it died." 

" But what shall you do ? It must be so dreadftdly 
dull with only old people." 

" Oh ! no : it is never dull, — they are so kind, and 
the place is so pretty ; and sometimes Mrs Walton 
tells me stories about what she did when she was a 
Httie girl ; or, if they talk about things I don't care 
for, there is a beautiful large book of £dry tales, and 
I sit up in a littie window, away by myself, and fancy 
that all the t)iings I read about happened in the 
jbrest. I sometimes make out all the places just as if 
they were real. You know one can fency almost any 
thing in a wood ; there are so many littie winding 
walks and odd places, and there are some green spots 
of turf, with large trees all round, which look just 
Hke the fairies' homes. I have named them all after 
the stories, and when I read I can see them quite 
plainly in my mind." 

" Well ! that is a strange way of amusing yourself," 
exclaimed Margaret, in a tone of astonishment; 
" though, to be sure, I can understand the pleasure of 
reading a story, but then it must be about real people, 
— ^lords and ladies, I like : I never cared in the least 
about fairies and such unnatural things ; and I quite 
wonder to see Eose so pleased with a little book she 
has about them." 
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Amy was in too great a hurry to reply, but dressed 
herself as quickly as possible, and in a few minutes 
was ready for her visit. The old rector was standing 
at the door as Mr Harrington's carriage drove up, 
and looked rather alarmed at the sight of such an 
unexpected number of visitors ; but Mrs Herbert soon 
relieved his mind by introducing her nieces to him ; 
and, if Dora had not been occupied with the contrast 
between the simpHcity of the rectory and the grandeur 
of Enunerton, and Margaret with ridiculing the curi- 
ously-cut coat, brown wig, and gold shoe-buckles, 
which had been Mr Walton's constant style of dress 
for the last forty years, both might have been pleased 
with the affectionate interest expressed for them, and 
the many inquiries which were made for every mem- 
ber of the family. As it was, Mrs Herbert was hurt 
at their careless replies, and felt as angry as was 
possible for one so gentle, when she heard Margaret's 
loud whisper to her sister, " Did you ever see such 
a quiz ? " 

Apparently, Mr Walton did not observe this, for 
he still continued entreating them to come in, and 
assuring them that Mrs Walton would never forgive 
him if he allowed them to depart without her seeing 
them. Dora, who was always an inch taller and 
several years older, in her own estimation, whenever 
she found herself mistress of her father's handsome 
carriage, drew herself up with a consequential air, and 
regretted that it would not be in their power to stop, 
for they wished to be home by a certain hour. 

" Is that really the case, my love?" said Mrs 
Herbert : " could you not spare one moment for Mrs 
Walton? She knew your mother when she was a 
child, and she has been longing to see you." 

" I daresay mamma will call in a day or two," 
said Dora ; " we really are in a hurry now." 

" I will undertake to make your peace with your 
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mamma," said Mrs Herbert : '^ yon would not be 
detained five minutes." 

" I really am sorry," persisted Dora, quite proud 
of the power of saying " No," to persons older than 
herself; " but I am afraid we must go home." 

Mr Walton, who had been listening to the debate 
with a mixed expression of amusement and regret in 
bis countenance, now came forward, and, laying his 
hand on Dora's arm, said, " My dear young lady, you 
are not accustomed to have a will of your own, I can 
quite see, because you are so glad to exercise it. Now, 
I never like to prevent young people from pleasing 
themselves, so you shall follow your inclination and 
go home; but whenever this same inclination shall 
take another turn and bring you to the rectory, I will 
promise you a sincere welcome for the sake of your 
£either and mother, and auld lang syne ; and, now, 
good-bye." 

Dora felt abashed by the kindness with which this 
was said, as weU as by the reproof which she knew 
was intended ; but she put on an indifferent air, and 
giving a hasty nod to Amy, and a few parting words 
to her aunt, reassured her offended dignity by calling 
out " home," in a loud voice, to the footman, who 
was standing at the door, and the carriage drove off. 
For a moment a slight pang of envy crossed Amy's 
mind as her cousins' grandeur was contrasted with her 
own insignificance ; but it was soon forgotten when 
she found herself seated, as usual, on a low stool by 
the side of Mrs Walton, who, with one hand placed 
upon hers, and the other fondly smoothing her dark 
hair, heard with real pleasure her description of all 
she had been doing since her last visit ; and, as Amy 
became more and more animated, the old rector 
himself was attracted to the vdndow> and for a few 
moments, while watching the bright eyes and swe^i* 
smile of his young favourite, could almost have ima- 
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gined he was again listening to the voice of his own 
child. Mrs Walton was several years younger than 
her husband, but rheumatic attacks of a very painful 
kind had rendered her nearly helpless, so that the 
difference between them appeared much less than it 
really was. "Age and infirmity had subdued her natu- 
rally quick, eager disposition, into a calm and almost 
heavenly peace, without in the least diminishing her 
interest in everything that was passing around her. 
Her mind, like her dress, seemed to be totally different 
from that of the every-day world : the dress — ^was 
fashioned according to the custom of years gone by ; 
the mind — of those which were to come ; and few 
could converse with her, without feelings of respect, 
almost amounting to awe, for her goodness, her pa- 
tience, her meekness, her charity, her abstraction from 
all earthly cares. Amy could not as yet ftdly appre- 
ciate all her excellence, though she could understand 
it in sopie degree. She had never heard Mrs Walton 
spoken of but with reverence ; and, perhaps, half the 
pleasure she felt in talking so freely to her arose from 
the consciousness of being petted and loved by one to 
whom persons so much older than herself agreed in 
looking up. There was an additional reason for Amy's 
enjoyment on this evening : she had, willingly and 
unknown to her mother, resolved to give up her 
favourite volume of fairy tales, that she might go on 
with the frock for Susan Reynolds ; and even before 
the tea-things were brought in, she produced her 
basket, and began working industriously ; and from 
having thus denied her own inclination in one instance, 
everything else appeared doubly delightftil. 

" Why, my little woman," said the rector, as he 
remarked her unusual occupation, " what makes your 
fingers so busy to-night? I thought you always studied 
the lives of the fairies whenever you came here." 

Mrs Herbert, who had been talking at the other 
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end of the room, tamed to see what Amy was about ; 
and her smile was quite a sufficient reward for the 
sacrifice which had been made. " I did not think of 
reminding you of your work, my darling'," she said ; 
" but you will not regret giving up your pleasure for 
one evening for the sake of another." 

** And who is this other ?" asked the rector. 

Mrs Herbert told the story ; and spoke highly in 
praise of Susan, and her attention to her mother. 

" She is in good hands," said Mr Walton, " I 
never knew either Mr or Mrs Saville take up a case 
of the kind without managing to be of great service ; 
and whether the poor woman should live or die, you 
may depend upon the children having found a friend 
for life." 

" And, my dear child," added Mrs Walton, " you 
will not forget you have a second purse at Emmerton 
rectory if it should be needed." 

" I should be very ungrateful if I were to forget 
it," replied Mrs Herbert, as she pressed the worn but 
delicate hand which was held out to her ; " though, 
now that my brother is at the Hall, I think my &st 
appeal must be to him." 

" I suspect I shall have a regular jubilee celebrated 
in the parish," said the rector. " Do you remember 
the first we ever had, some twenty years ago, when 
your brother came of age f We have not had such 
another since." 

" There was one other great day, surely," said Mrs 
Walton. " My memory sometimes seems to get sadly 
confused even about things which passed years ago, 
and which, they say, are always remembered the 
best ; but, surely, there was one other f^te ; — ^what 
was it for?" 

Amy looked up fi*om her work, and whispered in 
Mrs Walton's ear — " Mamma and aunt Edith's wed- 
ding-day." 
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Mra Herbert caught the worda, and the tears started 
to her eyes. She turned away, and, taking up a news- 
paper which lay upon the table, began looking over 
the contents. 

" Ah ! yes, my love, you are right," said Mrs 
Walton, in a low tone. And Mr Walton, anxious to 
change the subject, made some remarka upon a great 
fire which had taken place in a neighbouring village 
and the account of which was in that day's paper. ' 
" Amy," Baid Mrs Herbert, " there ia a very in- 
teresting story of the conduct of a little ^i during 
the fire j you may read it if you like." 

Amy took the paper and read what her mother 
pomted out; and as she came to the end her eye caught 
the first words of another paragraph, and she exclaimed, 
" Dear mamma, here is something about India." 

Mr Walton looked very grave. " It is nothing 
good, I am afttud," he siud ; " I was in hopes you 
would have heard it before you came here ; they say 
the war has broken out again." 

" The war ! " repeated Mrs Herbert, in a suppressed 
tone of deep anxie^, as she seized tie paper; " but 
it may be nothing to me." 

The paragraph was short, but decisive. There was 
no doubt the war bad recommenced, and that the 
' chance of obt^ing tidings of Colonel Herbert was 
less than ever, — at least such was Mrs Herbert's fear, 
tlioiiLili Mr Walton did his utmost to convince her it 
coulii iLnike no difierence ; but whilst she listened to 
liifl words, they did not sink into her heart ; and she 
tiimci from the thought of her increased anxiety if 
bcr husband continued silent, lo the danger of the war 
should he return into it, till it seemed impossible to 
find comfort in anything. Amy stood by her mother 
in silent suffering; she felt as if she had been the causo 
of iiillicting the pain by calling her attention to the 
paper ■ hut she could do nothing to relieve her, and 
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"was obliged to wait patiently, though sorrowfully, till 
her usual self-command was restored. After some 
time, Mrs Herbert was again able to allude to the 
subject of the war; and she then -spoke of the proba- 
bilities and dangers which it involved, without hesi- 
tation: but she was so much shaken by the unex- 
pected news, that, notwithstanding the disappointment 
to all parties, no objection was made when she pro- 
posed returning home much earlier than usual. It 
was a melancholy conclusion to Amy's evening; but 
Mr Walton endeavoured to comfort her by promising, 
if possible, to call very early the next day to see her; 
and Mrs Walton held out the hope of another visit 
very soon. Amy's chief thought, however, was for 
her mamma; and a wish arose in her mii^d, which 
she had often felt before, that she were a few years 
older, and could be of greater service; and it was not 
till she had again received the often repeated assur- 
ance of being now Mrs Herbert's greatest earthly 
treasure, and a real comfort to her in her distress, 
that she could lie down happily to sleep, even though 
she had unburdened her mind of the chief events of 
the day, and of the secret between her cousins. Amy 
was not aware that, by doing this, she added to her 
mamma's anxiety, for every thing convinced Mrs 
Herbert, more and more, that Dora and Margaret 
were very different companions from those she would 
have chosen for her child. But there was little to 
be feared while Amy continued so perfectly open; 
and, at any rate, it was better that she should be with 
them, whilst her mother was near to warn her against 
evil, than become acquainted with them, for the first 
time, when she might be obliged to live with them 
entirely. The secret, too, gave Mrs Herbert a pang, 
though she tried to persuade herself of what, in fact, 
was nearly the truth, that Dora had heard of the 
renewal of the war, and of the increased anxiety 
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which it would bring: happily she did not know that 
Mr Harrington had also expressed his opinion, that 
it would have been useless to expect any fiirther 
tidings of Colonel Herbert, even if the peace had 
continued; for he firmly believed that nothing but 
some dreadftil event could have occasioned their total 
ignorance of his movements. Mrs Herbert, indeed, 
could hardly give Dora credit for so much thought- 
fulness; but in this she did her injustice. Dora could 
often be thoughtful and kind when her pride did not 
stand in the way; and she could be sorry for the 
sufferings of others, when they were forced upon her 
notice, though she had never been taught to be upon 
the watch for them; whilst even her haughtiness did 
not prevent her from feeling an interest in the quiet 
grief which was expressed in every feature of her 
aunt's countenance, and which seemed constantly to 
check every happier feeling. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Several days passed before Amy again saw her 
cousins : there were so many arrangements to be made 
in their new home, that no convenient moment could 
be found for paying a visit to the cottage; and during 
this time Mrs Herbert had very much recovered her 
tranquillity, and began even to hope that the war, 
terrible though it seemed, might be the means of 
bringing her some tidings of Colonel Herbert. 

The last letter she had received from him had men- 
tioned his intention of making an expedition into the 
interior of the country; and a Mend, who had returned 
to England soon afterwards, con£b*med the fact of his 
departure. His silence might be accounted for, by 
his leaving entrusted letters to private hands, and by 
the difficulty of communication in the distant province 
to which he had gone : but now that the war had 
again broken out, she could not avoid hoping that he- 
would make every effort to return ; and that she should 
see his name in the public despatches, if any thing 
fihould occur to prevent his writing. The dangers to 
which he might be exposed, and which had at first 
so startled her, seemed nothing to the wearying anxiety 
she had lately suffered ; and even the mention of him 
in the list of the wounded, she felt would be a relief. 

Amy could not entirely enter into all her mother's 
solicitude, but she loved to hear her talk of Colonel 
Herbert, and to fancy what he must be like from the 
miniature which had been taken before he left Eng- 
land; and she remarked, also, that it was a relief to 
her manfma to speak of him; and she seldom appeared 
so cheerful as when she had been either spending half 



96 AMY HEBBERT. 

an hour alone in her own chamber,, or answering the 
questions which Amy was never tired of asking. An 
accidental allusion, indeed, would often bring the 
tears into Mrs Herbert's eyes, but a lengthened con- 
versation had a very different effect, for the thought 
of her husband was associated with all that was 
excellent and noble ;r and as she dwelt upon his high 
character, and the principles with which all the actions 
of his life were imbued, she could not doubt that the 
blessing of Heaven would attend him wherever he 
might be. 

The constant pressure of anxiety rendered the pre- 
sence of strangers in general very painful to Mrs Her- 
bert ; and the only person who was admitted to see 
her at all times was Mr Walton. Whatever, therefore, 
might be the interest felt in her brother's family, she 
did not regret that the distance from the HsJl was 
likely to prevent any thing like daily intercourse; and 
Amy, too, was not sorry, for her cousins did not quite 
please her; and, though she had been very much 
amused by them, she was conscious that only with her 
mamma could she feel perfectly safe from harm. There 
was, in consequence, a mixture of alarm and pleasure 
in her mind upon being told, about three days after her 
visit to the rectory, that she was to spend the next day 
at the Hall, going quite early and returning late : and 
the alarm was not a little increased when her mamma 
read the postscript of the note: — " I am anxious that 
Amy should become acquainted with Miss Morton, and 
get rid of her fears before she begins taking lessons.'* 

" What do you say to that. Amy?" asked Mrs 
Herbert. " Do you think you shall be able to go 
twice a week, sometimes perhaps without me, to learn 
music and drawing of a stranger? " 

" Oh, mamma! indeed I don't know. But when 
did you settle itf You never told me. Is it really 
to be so ? I don't think I can go without you." 
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" And I think," said Mrs Herbert, " that you can 
and will do every thing that is thought right. Is not 
that the proper way of looking at it? It does not 
sound very agreeable at first, but, by-and-by, you will 
be sorry when the day comes to stay at home." 

^^ Oh, no, mamma ! never. I shall always dislike 
learning of Miss Morton ; my cousins have said so 
much against her." 

*' It is rather hard to make up your mind before- 
hand," said Mrs Herbert : " you must try and judge 
for yourself whether she is really every thing they 
represent ; you know it is possible they may be in the 
wrong." 

Amy recollected Margaret's complaint about the 
picture, and felt that this was quite true, but her pre- 
judice still remained ; and when on their arrival at 
the HaU she was told ta find her way by herself to 
the oriel room, which was now converted into a school- 
room, she hung back in some fear ; and though at 
length obliged to go, it was with reluctant steps ; and 
for several moments she stood with the handle of the 
door in her. hand, unable to summon courage to enter 
the room alone. 

" Who can that be fidgetting at the door?" was 
exclaimed by some one inside ; and Amy in despair 
opened it. 

Dora was seated kt the window reading, Margaret 
was drawing, and Miss Morton writing, with little 
Hose on a high stool by her side, intently occupied 
with a sum in subtraction. 

The appearance of the room was totally changed 
since Amy had last seen it. Books, music, drawings, 
prints, and work, were to be seen in every direction ; 
the old damask chairs had been removed, and lighter 
ones introduced ; the table had been covered with a 
handsome cloth, and the fioor with a new carpet ; a 
cabinet piano had taken the place of the oak chiffonier; 
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and the only thing thnt Auiy fully recogniw 
old ficijuiuutajic^e was her nunt Edith's picture 
Etill liuTig over the mautel-slielil Miss MorU 
forward lo meet her, and ahook hands go kiiv 
Amy's prejudice was for the instftnl shaken, ]U 
overpowered her with kisses ; and Dora, in h 
indifferent manner, just spoke, and then agaia' 
her book; while litLleRose quite forgotthedifflci 
as she sat with her eyes fixed upon her new | 

Amy felt very awkward, and as if she had i 
where she had no business ; but Miss Mort 
relieved her embarraasiaent by giving her a | 
of drawings to look et, and asking some qi 
about her own occupations, in a voice which i 
more like her mamma's than any she had yi 
at Emmcrton. 

" You must not mind our being rather sUei 
she said at length, when Amy seemed more « 
able, "for Miss Harringtonisreadingforheri 
and talking interrupts her." 

" Come and sit by me, Amy," said MaJ'gan 
see how I am getting on with my drawing." 

" It would be better not," observed Miss ] 
" wliispering is quite as likely tD distract yoo 
attention as talking out loud." 

Margaret did not take any notice of this 
but made a sign to her cousin to come to tha 

" Not now, Margaret," said Amy ; " I i 
quite well amused with these drawings." 

A cloud passed over Margaret's very pre 
and, for the moment) she looked positively u^ 
she muttered, " How unkind ! cross thing I. 
she would always interfere." 

Amy was vexed, but did not move, and i 
came interested in watching Miss Morton's m 
little Kose. It was very quiet and very gent] 
was quite clear that her will was law ; for Roai 



AMY HERBEBT. 99 

thoughts had been diverted by the unusual visitor, 
found great difficulty in finishing her task, and was 
turned back several times without daring to make a 
complaint, though a few tears filled her bright hazel 
eyes, when, after three attempts, the sum was again 
pronounced incorrect. Margaret, forgetting that she 
bad accused Miss Morton of spoiling Rose, and only 
anxious to prove her in the wrong, cast a look of 
triumph at Amy, certain that she would agree with 
her in thinking it veiy harsh. But Amy, though so 
young, was quite capable of discovering ike difference 
between firmness and severity, and did not at all 
dislike Miss Morton for being particular. 

" Indeed, you must be quick, Rose," said Miss 
Morton, as Dora closed her book, and Margaret pre- 
pared to put up her drawing ; " you see your sisters 
are ready for dinner, and we are to have it to-day half 
an hour earlier than usual, that we may walk to 
Colworth : you would not like to stay at home." 

Poor little Rose looked very unhappy, and began 
counting the figures again ; but her haste only made 
her the more con&sed. " It is very hard," she said, 
as she offered the slate s^ain to Miss Morton, '< and 
Amy is here." 

Miss Morton smiled, and so sweetly, that it seemed 
impossible to be afi^d of her. 

" Well ! that is an excuse, I will allow, only it 
must not be made oflen ; but come and stand by me, 
and we will do it together." 

Rose dried her eyes ; and«in a very short time the 
sum was finished, and she went with Miss Morton to 
get ready for dinner. # 

" What do you think of her?" asked Dora and 
Margaret in one breath, almost before Miss Morton 
was out of the room. 

" She seems rather strict," replied Amy ; " but I 
don't think I should be very much afraid of her." 
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" But do you think she is pretty ? " inquired Mar- 
garet eagerly. 

" O ! yes," answered Amy,' " very pretty ; prettier 
than almost any person I ever saw before." 

Mai^aret's lip curled, and, in a short contemptuous 
tone, she said, ^^ There is no accounting for taste. 
To be sure, you have not seen many people in your 
life ; but, for my part, I can't say I like such black 
beauties." 

" Nor white ones either," i^d Dora. " I never 
heard you praise a pretty person yet. I don't think 
Emily Morton such an angel as most people do ; but 
she is twenty times prettier than you are, Margaret, 
or ever will be." 

'< That is as others think," said Margaret, casting a 
self-satisfied look at herself in the glass. ^' We must 
go and prepare for dinner now." And she ran out of 
the room. 

Dora was about to follow, but, recollecting her 
cousin, she stopped, and saidi, " You will not mind 
staying here for a few minutes bj^ yourself, shall you, 
dear, while the servants are bringing the dinner?" 

Amy thought she should have preferred going with 
her cousins to being alone in the room wiSi the tall 
men-servants ; but she made no objections, and Dora 
left her. 

During the short interval that elapsed before their 
return, she amused herself by endeavouring to fancy 
what Emmerton used to be, and comparing it with its 
present condition ; but she had chosen a difficult 
task. All was so changed within a few days, that 
it seemed as if months had gone by since her last 
visit with her mamma ; and when at last she had 
succeeded in recollecting exactly the position of 
the chairs and tables, and the cold desolate look of 
the oriel room, she was startled from her dream by 
the voice of the grey-haired butler, who, in a very 
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respectftd manner, begged pardon for disturbing her, 
but wished to know if Miss Harrington were ready 
for dinner ; and, after such an interruption, a Airther 
effort was useless. 

Dora sat at the head of the table, though she could 
not carve, which appeared very strange to Amy ; and 
she remarked, too, that her cousins addressed Miss 
Morton by her christian name, but that she in reply 
always spoke of Miss Harrington and Miss Margaret : 
indeed, in every possible way, there seemed to be a 
determination to show her that she. was considered 
quite an inferior person. 

" Will you all walk to Colworth this afternoon?" 
asked Miss Morton. <' Rose and I are going on a 
little business to Mrs Saville." 

" I thought it was settled," replied Dora : " we 
said we would at breakfast-time." 

". Yes," answered Miss Morton ; " but I fancied I 
had heard something about a wish of your mamma's, 
that you should go in the carriage with her." 

" Oh ! for a stupid drive. I believe there was 
something said; but I had much rather go to Col- 
worth." 

" But what will your mamma wish?" inquired 
Miss Morton, very gently. 

" I can arrange with mamma myself, I hope," was 
the reply : " I prefer going to Colworth." 

" You must allow me to beg that you will mention 
it to Mrs Harrington first," said Miss Morton : " she 
was very much annoyed with me for walking with you 
yesterday, when she wanted you-." 

Dora's only answer was, what she considered a 
very dignified look ; and at this moment a servant 
entered with a message, desiring that Miss Harrington 
would be ready to go out with her mamma at three 
o'clock. 

*' I know what it is for 1*^ exclaimed Dora ; <* we 
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are to call at Bochford, Park : mamma wants me to 
get acquainted with Miss Cunningham, and I am sure 
I don't want to know her." 

*^ Is not Lady Rochford a great invalid?" asked 
Miss Morton, anxious to divert Dotra's attention. 

^< Yes, and that is the reason mamma is going to 
see her. I believe they were at school together, or 
something of that kind." 

^< I have heard it is such a beautiful place," said 
Amy ; " I should so like to oee it." 

" Then I wish you would go instead of me," replied 
Dora ; '^ I am sick of beautiM places. What is the 
use of going six miles to see what you have just as 
well at home ! It is all very natural for people who 
live in cottages to wish to look at fine houses ; but 
really it is fax too much trouble for me." 

'^ It is not merely the seeing fine houses," said Miss 
Morton, " but the grounds and the scenery may be 
very different. I should soon get tired of looking at 
large rooms and gilt furniture ; but trees and flowers 
must always give one pleasure." 

" There cannot be any better flowers at Rochford 
Park than we had at Wayland," persisted Dora; 
'' every one said the conservatory was the finest in 
the county." 

" Yes," replied Miss Morton ; f' but now you are 
at Emmerton, it may be different." 

'^ I never could see any great pleasure in looking at 
other persons' beautiful things," continued Dora; 
" and really I don't know what right Lord Rochford 
has to have any thing better than papa. I heard 
mamma say yesterday, that our family was much 
older than his, and yet people make such a fuss about 
him ; and he is going to be an earl soon, and then 
Miss Cunningham will be lady something." 

" Lady Lucy Cunningham," saidMargaret. " Morris 
told me about it this morning, and Bridget told her. 
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I must say I should like to be called ladj of all things, 
should not you, Amy I " 

" Yes," answered Amy, " I think, — ^I am sure I 
should." 

Miss Morton smiled. '' It would not make you at 
all happier, my dear," she said, " because if you cared 
about it, you would be proud and disagreeable, and 
few persons would love you ; and if you did not, you 
might just as well be Miss Herbert." 

^^ But is there any harm in wishing it?" asked 
Amy. 

" We can scarcely help wishing for things," replied 
Miss Morton: <^ I mean we can scarcely help the 
^h coming into our minds ; but I think it is ^rong 
not to try and get rid of it, and be contented with the 
situation in which we are placed." 

Amy felt that this was exactly what her mamma 
would have said, and she began to forget all that had 
been told her against Miss Morton, and to wish she 
would go on talking; but it seemed quite an effort 
to her to say so much, for she spoke in a very low 
timid voice, and when she had finished, looked at 
Dora, as if expecting that something impertinent 
would follow. 

Dora, however, took no notice of her observation, 
but declared she would rather be Miss Harrington 
than anything else. '^ I heard papa talking to some 
people the otibet* day," she said ; " and he told them 
he would much prefer being an old country gentleman 
to a new-made nobleman. And I am sure I agree 
with him : it must be all pride and nonsense to wish 
for a title." 

Miss Morton roused herself again to speak. <' I am 
afraid," she said, " there is just as much pride, my 
dear Miss Harrington, in your caring about belonging 
to an old family, and living in a large house, and 
having money, and seiTants, and carriages, as in 
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considering it a great thing to have a tide. Every 
thing of the kind tempts us to be proud." 

^^ Then it is happy for those who have no such 
temptation," said Dora, scom^llj. 

" Yes, indeed, it is," replied Miss Morton, so 
meekly, and yet so earnestly, that any one less 
haughty than Dora must have been touched. But 
Dora was perfectly insensible : she did not, however, 
continue the subject; and finishing her dinner quickly, 
saTdng she had several things to do before three o'clock, 
without making any apology to Miss Morton, left the 
room directly the dessert was placed on the table. 

Margaret expressed satisfaction at her sister's 
absence, as she declared it was much more agreeable 
to her to have her cousin all to herself during their 
walk: but Amy would willingly have lingered by 
Miss Morton's side, to hear something of her conver- 
sation with Bose. 

Margaret, however, insisted upon her keeping at a 
considerable distance, whilst she again repeated the 
history of all she had been accustomed to do at Way- 
land, adding to it a description of her last new dresses, 
and the beautiful presents she had received on her 
birthday, until Amy's curiosity was greatly excited, 
and once more a feeling of envy arose as she thought 
of the difference between herself and her cousin : but 
she was just beginning to be aware of this &iult ; and 
although the wish to have similar presents returned 
again and again, as Margaret eagerly told over all her 
treasures, it was accompanied each time by the know- 
ledge that it was wrong ; and she felt sorry and vexed 
with herself, as she remembered how little her mamma 
would approve of what was passing in her mind. 
Still the conversation was very amusing, and the time 
passed so quickly that Amy was quite surprised when 
she found herself at the lane leading to Colworth 
parsonage. A girl, whom she immediately recognized 
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as Susan Beynolds, was standing hy the shrubbery 
gate ; and Amy's £rst impulse was to speak to her : 
but she was crying bitterly ; and Amy, though long- 
ing to know the cause of her tears, was too timid to 
interrupt her ; and without making any remark, fol- 
lowed Miss Morton and her cousins into the house. 
When, however, the first restraint of the visit had a 
little diminished, and Mrs Saville began asking some 
questions about her mamma, she ventured to inquire 
whether Susan's mother was worse, and whether this 
bad occasioned her distress. 

'' Poor Susan has enough to make her unhappy," 
said Mrs Saville. ^^ Her mother died last night : and 
though there is in fact nothing to grieve for, as she 
was a truly religious person, yet it is a dreadful trial 
to her children ; and Susan is left with the sole 
charge of her little brothers and sisters : but she is 
an extremely well-disposed girl, and I hope we shall 
manage to do somethiiig for her by-and-by." 

" I believe you have a very good school in the 
village," said Miss Morton. "Mrs Harrington is 
anxious to take a young girl into her service, to be 
under the lady's maid ; and she thought you would 
excuse her troubling you with asking whether you 
could recommend one. I rather Ihink several of her 
best servants were educated at Colworth." 

" I am afiraid," said Mrs SaviDe, " that it will be 
rather a difficult thing to find one suited to the situa- 
tion. The girl I should have chosen has just left us, 
and the others are all too young." 

Amy thought of Susan Reynolds, but she did not 
like to name her. Mrs Saville, however, did, to her 
great satisfaction. "I can answer," she said, "for 
her good principles, cleverness, and sweet temper, 
though I know nothing of her capabilities in other 
ways ; of course she would have every thing to learn : 
but I think you would find her very docile. It would 
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be an admirable thing if you can answer for her being 
I kept strictly under the eye of the lady's maid ; for she 
must do something for herself, as the grandmother, 
who will take care of the younger children, will find 
them quite a sufficient charge : and if she should not 
suit Mrs Harrington, she can return to me at any 
moment. What she will say to the notion herself, I 
cannot tell, for just now she is so overpowered with 
grief that she can think of nothing but her mother. But 
I will take her to Emmerton in about a week or ten 
days' time, if Mrs Harrington would like to see her." 

" Do have her," whispered Amy to Miss Morton, 
feeling extremely anxious that the affair should be 
settled at once, and, in her eagerness, forgetting her 
shyness. 

" It is not for me to decide, my dear," said Miss 
Morton. "I am afraid your aunt will hardly be 
inclined to have a stranger." 

" But she is so good," continued Amy ; " and she 
has such a nice manner." 

Miss Morton smiled, and said, that '^even these 
qualifications might not be all that would be required." 
And then, turning to Mrs Saville, she added, " K you 
could bring the little girl to Emmerton, you would, I 
am sure, confer a favour on Mrs Harrington, for her 
time, at present, is very much occupied." 

Mrs Saville willingly agreed to this ; and Amy left 
the parsonage in great delight, having fully settled in 
her own mind that Susan Eeynolds would soon be 
established at Emmerton, and fancying what a happy 
change it would be from the miserable hovel in which 
she had last seen her. She did not know that no 
earthly comforts could make amends for the loss of 
her home ; and no earthly friend, even if she should 
find one at Emmerton, could be to her as her mother ; 
for no one can ftilly understand the blessing of a 
mother's love till it is taken away for ever. 
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As they passed the shrubbery gate they perceived 
Susan standing in the same position in which they 
had left her, and still crying as if her heart would 
break. 

" Do you think I might speak to her 1 '* asked Amy 
of Miss Morton. "I should like to tell her how 
sorry I am about her mother." 

Miss Morton hesitated. " Perhaps," she said, " the 
poor girl would rather not be noticed ; but, if you 
wish it very much, you may just speak, and pass on." 

" I should like to do it, if you would go with me," 
replied Amy. " But I never saw any one so unhappy 
before.". 

Emily Morton sighed as she thought of Mrs Herbert's 
pale face, and how soon poor Amy might be called to 
grieve from the same cause ; and then, in an instant, 
a scene which was never entirely banished from her 
mind came vividly before her,— the darkened chamber, 
the anxious feces, the tears of overpowering sorrow, 
which were ever associated in her mind with the re- 
collection of her own mother's death-bed ; and, with- 
out making any further objection, she followecLAmy 
to the spot where Susan was standing, with a feeling 
of sympathy which can only be experienced by those 
who have shared the same grief. Susan was too much 
absorbed to notice their approach, and Amy scarcely 
knew what to say ; she could only repeat, — " Don't 
cry so, Susan; I am very sorry for you;" besides 
asking a few questions about the other children, which 
Susan was quite unable to answer. But Miss Morton 
understood better what was to be done. She took the 
poor girl's hand in hers, and spoke so kindly, that 
Susan forgot that she was listening to the voice of a 
stranger : and she said what Amy could not say ; she 
told her that she had suffered the same loss, and there- 
fore knew well how great it was, and that it must seem 
now as if she never could be happy again : and then 
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she reminded her of her mother's goodness, and that, 
if she endeavoured to exert herself and do her duty, 
she would live with her for ever, in a world where 
there was no more sorrow. And, as she went on, 
Susan's sobs became fainter and fainter ; and at last 
she was able to thank Miss Morton and Amy for their 
kindness, and to say that she would try to do what 
was right : she would do any thing to be with her 
mother again. Amy listened, with the hope that she 
should, one day, be able to talk in the same way, and 
with an increased feeling of respect for Miss Morton, 
which she could not avoid expressing to Margaret when 
she returned to her. But Margaret was not willing 
to agree in any praise of which Emily was the object ; 
and only expressed her wonder that Amy could take 
so much interest in a girl whom she had hardly ever 
seen before. " As for her being unhappy, she was 
sorry for it, but she could not help it ; and there were 
a great many people in the world in the same situation. 
She was not worse off than others ; and in a short 
time, there was no doubt she would get comfortable 
again,respecially if she went to the Hall to live." And 
so Margaret remained in contented indifference ; and 
Amy wondered how her cousin could have learned 
such a strange way of thinking, and determined that 
she would be the last person to whom she herself 
would go for comfort in suffering. 

Dora returned from her drive soon after they 
reached home; and was immediately assailed by a 
host of questions as to what she had done, and whom 
she had seen, and whether Rochford Park was more 
beautiful than Wayland. But Dora was not in a 
communicative mood : she could make herself very 
agreeable when she chose, and could describe things 
in a very amusing manner ; but this day her whim 
was to be silent ; and all the information obtained was, 
that Rochford Park was a very good sort of place, that 



AMY HERBEBT. 109 

Miss Cunningham was like the rest of the world, only 
not so tall as she was, and that Lord Rochford talked 
of bringing her over to Emmerton soon, to spend the 
day, and tiien they would be able to judge for them- 
selves. 

" How stupid you are, Dora!" said Margaret, when 
this most unsatisfactory account had been given. '' I 
thought you would entertain us all by telling us what 
you had seen ; but you might just as well have stayed 
at home." 

" I am sure I wish I had," replied Dora : " it was 
very hot and very dusty, and I am very tired ; so, 
now, I hope we shall have tea as soon as possible. 
Do, Emily, look into Morris's room, when you go up 
stairs, and tell her I am waiting to be dressed." 

" Can't I go f " asked Amy, feeling instantly that 
the request was not a proper one. 

Dora stared. She was not accustomed to see any 
one put themselves out of their way to help another ; 
and she was conscious that Amy's offer was almost a 
reproach to her, for there were times when she was 
aware of her want of consideration for Miss Morton. 
" It will be no trouble," she said ; " Emily has done it 
a hundred times before." 

" I would rather go," persisted Amy ; " I know very 
well where the room is." And without waiting for 
an answer, she ran up stairs. 

" It may be very good-natured," muttered Dora to 
Margaret ; " but I don't see why she should interfere." 
And, with a pouting lip and her usual scornful toss of 
the head, she followed her cousin. 

The rest of the evening was not agreeable to Amy, 
for Dora's ill-humour e^ibited itself very plainly ; 
and neither Emily Morton's kindness nor Margaret's 
kisses could make her forget that one of the party was 
discontented ; and Aie was not sorry when her mamma 
appeared in the school-room, prepared to return home. 
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Mrs Harrington accompanied her in a more gracious 
mood than ordinary ; she even patted Amy on the 
shoulder, and called her ^' dear : " but the next moment 
the harshness of her voice, as she remarked something 
that was amiss in Margaret's manner, recalled all 
Amy's fears, and she shrank away from her aunt 
with a feeling of even greater awe than at their first 
meeting. 



-*- ^ 



AMY HEBBEBT. Ill 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Afteb this visit Amy's prejudice against Miss Morton 
considerably decreaied ; mi she ^e no objection, 
when the arrangement was finally made, that she 
should go to Emmerton twice a week to receive draw- 
ing and music lessons. For many reasons it was a 
great pleasure, as she was amused by her cousins when 
they were in good humour, and the novelty and variety 
had always charms; besides which, Mr Harrington 
made her a present of a donkey, to carry her backwards 
and forwards when it was not convenient for the car- 
riage to be sent ; and a ride through the forest, with 
the man-servant walking by her, in the lovely sunmier 
mornings, compensated for any disagreeables in the 
remainder of tiie day. She usually returned to the 
cottage soon after the early dinner in the school-room, 
and some of the party often walked back part of the 
way with her ; or if she were quite alone, old Stephen 
generally contrived to hobble for about a mile by her 
side, giving her the history of all the cows, horses, 
dogs, and sheep about the place, almost all of whom 
were Amy's old acquaintances, though she saw little 
of them now that her time at the Hall was so differ- 
ently occupied. And so the bright months of summer 
passed away, and Amy became accustomed to the 
great change in her life, and began to wonder how she 
could have liked the house in its former desolate state, 
and to associate with the old trees in the park and the 
lovely walks over the downs, thoughts of rambles 
with her cousins, or conversations with Emily Morton 
(whom she soon felt inclined to love as she rbecame 
more acquainted with her character), instead of the 
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old-fashioned ladies and gentlemen with whom she liad 
formerly been accustomed to people the Hall and every 
place about it. 

In one thing alone there was no change. The chapel 
still remained unopened from week to week, apparently 
forgotten, except when visitors were in the house, and 
it was exhibited as a show, for the purpose of passing 
away a few idle moments. The rich light streamed 
through the painted glass of the east window, and 
chequered the marble floor and shone upon the gro- 
tesque oak carving ; but there was no one to admire 
its radiance. The splendidly boimd Bible lay uncared 
for upon the desk; the femily-prayer books, moth-eaten 
and decayed, were piled upon the seats ; and the only 
thing which bore the semblance of devotion in the 
place, once hallowed by daily prayer, was the marble 
figure of the first lord of Emmerton, who, stretched 
upon his tomb, with his clasped hands raised to heaven, 
seemed silently to reproach all who entered with their 
forgetfulness of the privilege he had so highly valued. 
Amy could not feel this neglect of the chapel as keenly 
as her mother, for she could not remember the time 
when it was otherwise ; but she could feel the dis- 
appointment of her curiosity to see it as it had been 
described to her ; and something told her that it must 
be wrong to think so lightly of it, and entirely to omit 
the practice of daily family prayer, even if circum- 
stances interferedmth the performance of the regularly 
appointed service : and at last she became quite shy of 
talking about it ; and when she knew the chapel was 
open, she would steal into it by herself and indulge 
some of her former reveries, and then return to the 
school-room without venturing to mention what she 
had been doing. 

This was one among many instances in which the 
difference of education between Amy and her cousins 
was easily to be discovered. Witk all Amy's occu- 
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pations and all her pleasures her mother had careMlj 
endeavoured to blend ideas which might improve and 
raise her mind. She had taught her that the days of 
her childhood were the most important of her life, for 
they were those in which habits must be formed either 
for good or evil, which would be her blessing or her 
curse for ever. She had told her of the first sinful 
nature which she brought with her into the world at 
her birth, and of the second holy nature which had been 
given her at baptism, and had warned her that the 
whole of her life would be a struggle between the two 
—a struggle which was begun from the very first 
moment of her becoming sensible of the difierence 
between right and wrong. And thus Amy had learnt 
to look upon what are often considered trifling faults 
in a child — ^ill-temper, indolence, vanity, greediness, 
and similar evil dispositions — as real sins in the eye of 
Grod, which must be checked at the very beginning by 
all who wish to continue what they were made at their 
baptism — ^his children. She did not think, with her 
cousins, that it signified little what she did as a child, 
for that the time would, of course, arrive when she 
should be able at once to become good ; but in the 
little every-day trials, to which she was now exposed 
more frequently than ever, she endeavoured to conquer 
any irritation of temper, or inclination to indolence, 
or envy ; and every day the task became less difiicult* 
Perhaps this kind of education had caused her to be 
more thoughtful than is usual at her age, and made her 
pleasures of a graver and quieter cast ; but in reality 
it added to her happiness &r more than it apparently 
took away. It made her love the blue sky, and the 
trees and flowers, not merely for their beauty, but 
because she knew they were especial blessings sent to 
her ; and that every day's enjoyment of them was pro- 
vided for her by God, in the same way as her mother 
provided for her pleasure in other tlungs. It made 
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her sensible of tlie holiness of those places which were 
especially dedicated to the worship of Grod ; and the 
silence of the beautiful chapel at Emmerton had as 
great a charm for her as the gay scenes which her 
cousins often described had for them ; and, above all, 
it gave her that quietness and cheerfulness of mind 
which only those can possess who really try in every 
thing to do what they know to be their duty. But the 
same education which had made Amy think so differ- 
ently from her cousins, made her also feel that they 
could not sympathize with her; and thus, though 
Emmerton was a source of constant amusement, it was 
principally because at the time she was enjoying it she 
could look forward to the evening, when she should 
return to her mother, and give her an account of what 
she had been doing. Her walks, her books, her music, 
her drawing, — all would have ceased to charm without 
this; but with it, even Dora's petulance and Margaret's 
selfishness caused only a momentary annoyance. 
Whatever discomfort she might find at the Hall, there 
was always a bright smUe and a fond kiss awaiting 
her at the cottage ; and the enjoyment of her mother's 
love there was nothing to mar. For Amy did not 
notice what a stranger would have looked on with 
fear ; she did not see the increasing paleness of Mrs 
Herbert's complexion, the hectic flush upon her cheek, 
the transparency of her delicate hands ; the change 
was so gradual as to be in general unobserved, or, if 
remarked by other persons, there was always some 
reason to be given for it, — either the heat, or a bad 
night, or the disappointment of not hearing from 
India ; the last being, in fact, the real cause of the 
evil. 

During this time Mrs Herbert watched her child 
most anxiously, to discover the effect which the inti- 
macy with her cousins might produce upon her mind, 
but she saw little to make her uneasy ; for, however 
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Amy might enjoy the grandeur of Emmerton, she 
seldom expressed any wish to possess it ; and day after 
day, and week after week, she returned to her quiet 
home with the same gentle, humble, open spirit with 
which she had left it. But still her mother was not 
quite satisfied. She knew that while Amy had no 
rivals, the strength of the temptation was but slight. 
She went as a visitor, and to a certain degree a stranger; 
and her cousins were pleased to see her, and in general 
her wishes were consulted : but Mrs Herbert looked 
forward to the time when she might be obhged to live 
at £mmerton altogether, perhaps as a dependant, 
certainly as a person quite inferior to Mr Harrington's 
daughters ; and she could not but fear lest Amy might 
then be sensible of a false pride of which she was now 
unconscious. Yet, although the constant communica- 
tion between the Hall and the cottage had had little 
effect upon Amy, it was not entirely so with her 
cousins. Margaret's character, indeed, was not one 
to be easily improved, for her extreme vanity prevented 
her being in the least alive to her own £siults or to the 
virtues of others. She remarked that Amy was seldom 
or never selfish ; but she only liked her for it because it 
gratified her own indolence and self-will : it never en- 
tered her head that in this her cousin was her superior, 
ted that therefore she ought to imitate her ; and as for 
her sincerity and humility, it required a much purer 
mind than Margaret's to understand why such qualities 
were good. If Amy's praises were sounded by Emily 
Morton, Margaret would seize upon some trifling occa- 
sion in which they might have differed, or some passing 
hasty expression, to prove that every one was mistaken 
in their opinion of her, and that she was no better than 
others ; whilst the next moment, if her cousin entered, 
she would try her patience and her good-nature, per- 
haps, by sending her to a distant part of the house 
for a book, or begging her to finish some tiresome piece 
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of work, and then think she had made quite sufficient 
amends for the trouble, by covering her with kisses, 
asking her if she did not love her dearly, and declaring 
she was the most good-natured little thing in the world. 
At first Amy did not understand this ; she thought 
Margaret affectionate, and Dora cold ; and she turned 
from the one and clung to the other ; but this could 
not last long, for Margaret's selfishness was too great 
to be concealed by any show of warmth, and after a 
little time she wondered why she should be so uncom- 
fortable when Margaret put herarmso kindly round her 
neck, and asked her to do the very thing that she knew 
was most disagreeable to her, and why she should be 
annoyed when she chose the most beauti^ flowers or 
the fiinest firuit for- herself, and then s^d, <' You won't 
mind, will you, darling?" It seemed almost wrong, 
yet Amy could not help the feeling. With Dora, 
however, it was very different ; she had serious faults, 
and they were so evident as to be perceived even 
upon a first acquaintance ; but she had also qualities 
upon which a very superior character might be formed, 
and amongst them, perhaps, the most valuable was 
sincerity. Whatever she said was strictly true; 
there was no pretence of affection which was not felt, 
no affectation of virtues which were not possessed : 
she was too reserved to express all her feelings, bift 
those she did express were perfectly real ; she was 
too proud to confess herself in the wrong of her own 
accord, but she would never for a moment stoop to the 
slightest meanness to screen herself; and this it was 
which formed the connecting link between her and 
Amy, for it was the one thing to which Dora was 
peculiarly alive, and half her quarrels with Margaret, 
when they were not caused by opposition to her will, 
arose from her perceiving some little cunning or paltry 
motive, which her sister tried to conceal but could not 
If Amy had not been true and candid, Dora would 
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have cared little for her other qualities ; but when 
once she discovered that her cousin's lightest word 
was to be depended on, and that she never hesitated 
to acknowledge an error, whatever might be the con- 
sequence, she began to respect her, and to remark the 

~ other points in which she was superior ; and though 
she would hardly have borne a rebuke for her ill 
temper or her pride, even from her father, she would 
think over some instance in which Amy had shown 
self-command or humility, with a feeling of self-re- 
proach she had seldom known before. And thus, 
quite unconsciously, Amy was exercising an influence 

j for good, over the mind of a person older and cleverer 
than herself, merely by the quiet unobtrusive manner 
in which she performed her daily duties. But as yet 
this made no difference in Dora's manner ; she was 
still proud and irritable, and oilen most unkind at the 
very moment she was feeling the greatest respect, and 
Amy's chief pleasure at Emmerton soon arose from 
being vtrith Emily Morton and little Hose. Rose, 
indeed, was not much of a companion ; but she was a 
very interesting and beautiful child, and Emily Mor- 
ton's great love for her was in itself quite sufficient to 
make her a source of pleasure to Amy. At first, when 
the music and drawing lessons began, Amy's hand 
shook and her voice almost trembled whenever Miss 
Morton found fault with her ; but she soon discovered 
there was not the slightest occasion for fear, since even 
Margaret's inattention only gave rise to a serious look, 
and a hope, expressed in a grave tone, that, to please 
her mamma, she would be more careful for the future. 
And when ihe awe had subsided. Amy began to look 
forward to Miss Morton's approbation, and to wish 
she would notice her as she did Bose ; and when 
vexed at her cousins' neglect, she endeavoured to make 
some amends by bringing her the prettiest flowers from 
her own garden or working some little thing which 
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she thought might gratify her, till Emily, touched by 
attentions she had lately been so little accustomed to 
receive, anticipated Amy's visits as one of the chief 
enjoyments of her lonely life, and bestowed upon her 
a considerable portion of the affection which had once 
been exclusively given to little Rose. 

It was some time, however, before Amy discovered 

that Miss Morton was indeed fond of her ; she was 

very gentle and very kind, but this she was to every 

one, and her extreme reserve and shyness prevented 

the expression of her real feeling ; besides, they were 

very seldom alone ; and when Dora and Margaret were 

in the room, Emily seemed to shrink into herself, and 

never to speak except when absolutely obliged. From 

her childhood Emily Morton had had a peculiar dread 

of any thing like scorn or ridicule, a dread which her 

firiends had often vainly endeavoured to overcome, 

until her sense of religion had taught her how wrong 

it was to indulge it, and even then something of the 

feeling remained. The careless jest upon any little 

awkwardness, or the thought that she was forgotten 

when others were noticed, which had brought the 

tears into her eyes when a child, caused as keen a 

pang as she grew older, though her self-conunand 

prevented its being shown ; and the suffering she had 

undergone from the moment of her entrance into Mr 

Harrington's family, it would be difficult to describe. 

At school she had always felt herself on an equality 

with her young companions, and in general, from 

her accomplishments, their superior ; but at Wayland 

Court every one looked down upon her. Mr Harrington 

scarcely thought of her at all ; and Mrs Harrington 

considered her as little above the level of an upper 

servant, useful in a party to sing and play, and useful 

in teaching Dora and Margaret to do the same, but in 

other respects very slightly differing from Morris, 

Dora scorned her, as inferior in rank and wealth, and 
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disliked her because on certain occasions she was bound 
to obey her ; and Margaret envied her beauty, and 
was angry with her straight-forward simplicity ; and 
when all this was gradually discovered, the feeling that 
arose in Emily Morton's mind was most bitter. Every 
trifling neglect, every proud look, every taunting word, 
brought the colour to her cheek, and a host of painM 
recollections to her mind : and though too gentle to 
retaliate, she thought over them in private till they 
seemed almost unendurable, and she was often on the 
point ci leaving Mr Harrington's house and seeking 
for another ntuation. But there was a principle within 
that soon brought her to a more patient spirit. She 
had been placed at Wayland by the only friend on 
whom 9he could depend, and to leave it would be, 
she knew, a cause of great anxiety, and the '^ charity 
which beareth all things," at length enabled her to 
submit to the trial without a murmur. She learnt 
not only to listen without reply to undeserved reproofe, 
but to ask herself whether there might not even be 
some ground for them ; she learnt to return the 
greatest neglect with the most thoughtful attention ; 
the harshest speeches with the most considerate kind- 
ness ; till the calmness of her own mind became a 
sufficient recompense for all her difficulties : and the 
person most to be envied in the family of a man who 
had thousands at his disposal, worldly rank, the respect 
of his friends, and the applause of his dependants, was 
the young girl whom even the very servants consi- 
dered themselves privileged to mention with contempt. 
Emily Morton's situation, however, would have 
been very different but for little Bose. She was the 
one cham of her life, the only thing that seemed yet 
left her in which to take a deep and affectionate in- 
terest ; and till her arrival at Emmerton, Rose was 
the one subject of her daily thoughts. It was long 
before she could believe that Amy was indeed so 
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different from her cousins ; and still longer ere her 
habitual shyness could be so far overcome as to enable 
her to talk, except at the times of the regular lessons. 
The constant impression on her mind was, that every 
one was ridiculing her ; and this made her so unwill- 
ing to speak unless when obliged, that Amy often 
feared she never should be at ease with her. Tlie 
reserve between them would probably have continued 
for even a greater length of time, had it not been for 
the introduction of Susan Beynolds into the place of 
under lady's maid soon after the walk to Colworth. 
Mrs Harrington was pleased with her appearance, and 
still more with Mrs Saville's recommendation ; and 
although Bridget looked sulky at first, because she 
was not consulted on the occasion, and old Stephen 
grumbled in private, because his little grand-daughter 
had not been chosen, no other person in the house 
found fault with the arrangement ; and even Morris, 
the quickest, neatest, and most particular of her par- 
ticular race, declared she had never met with so 
clever and well-behaved a girl for her age. 

This was joyful news to Amy, who, of course, 
fancied that now all Susan's troubles were at an end ; 
for every one said it was the most fortunate thing in 
the world that she had found so good a situation ; but 
when several weeks had passed, and her eyes were still 
often filled with tears, and her voice had the same 
melancholy resigned tone as at first, Amy became half 
vexed, and, perhaps, a little impatient. It seemed 
almost like ingratitude; and she ventured one day to 
ask Emily Morton a few questions on the subject, as 
Susan's principal employment was to wait upon her and 
Rose, and, therefore, she must know more about her 
than any one else. Miss Morton spoke so kindly, and 
took such an interest in the poor orphan girl, that it 
was impossible not to be at ease when talking on this 
one thing at least : and Amy's heart was at length 
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completely won, when she met Susan one afternoon on 
the stairs leading to Miss Morton's room, which was 
in a little turret close to the school-room ; and on 
inquiring what made her look so much more cheerful 
th£ui usual, found that Emily had made her a present 
of a new book, and had promised, if possible, to hear 
her read three times a week. 

^' She is so good to me, Miss Herbert," said Susan ; 
^' it almost makes me happy." 

" Oh ! but Susan," said Amy ; " I wish you could 
be quite happy. I thought you would when you came 
here, and had such a comfortable home." 

"It is not my home, miss," replied Susan ; " grand- 
mother's cottage is my home now." 

" And do you want to go back there f " asked Amy, 
looking very disappointed. 

" Oh no ! miss, I should only be a burthen, and I 
know it would not be right ; but I should like very 
much to see her and the children." 

" But would you rather live there ? " repeated Amy. 

" I would rather live with my friends any where, 
miss, than amongst strangers." 

Poor Amy felt heartily vexed. " But you know, 
Susan," she said, " you could not expect to have such 
nice dinners with your grandmother, or such a comfort- 
able bed, or to wear such good clothes as you do here." 

" Ah I miss, but it is not the eating and drinking, 
and the clothes, that make one happy," replied Susan. 

At this moment Margaret called her cousin to the 
school-room, and the conversation was interrupted ; 
but Amy could not help thinking of it afterwards, and 
talking of it to her mamma when she went home. 

" It seems very strange, nuunma," she said, " that 
Susan should care so littiie for having such a comfort- 
able place to live in." 

" Should you be happy, Amy, at Emmerton, without 
met" 
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" O no ! mamma, never : but then — 

" But what, my dear child ?" 

'' I am afraid it is wrong, mamma ; but I think 
sometimes that it would be very nice to have a carriage 
and servants, and a large house ; and it must be ahnost 
as great a change to Susan to have so many comforts 
as she has now." 

" The reason why you think so differently, my love, 
is, thalyrou have never known yet what resJ unhappi- 
ness means. When that time comes, you will feel with 
Susan, that all such things are of no consequence. I 
believe God often sends afflictions to teach us this." 

^'And do you think he will send them to me, 
mamma ?" said Amy anxiously. 

" I believe he will send you whatever is necessary 
to make you good, my dear, and will give you strength 
to bear it ; but it will be better and happier for you if 
you endeavour to overcome this longing for riches and 
grandeur now, and so, perhaps, the tnal may not be 
required." 

Amy did not quite understand all that her mother 
meant, or why she should look so sad ; but she went 
to rest that night with a heavier heart than usual, even 
though she had made it an especial part of her evening 
prayers that Gk)d would grant her a humble spirit, and 
teach her not to desire any thing beyond what he had 
given: and when she next went to Emmerton she 
looked upon Susan as much better than herself, and 
took even a greater interest in her ; and finding that 
Miss Morton did the same, and studied in many little 
ways to make the poor girl feel less friendless and 
lonely, it seemed as if the barrier between herself and 
Emily was in a measure done away ; and she began 
from this time to experience a pleasure in being with 
her, which once she would have imagined impossible. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

" Mamma," said Amy, as she returned from Emmerton 
one bright a^moon in the beginning of September, 
" aunt Harrington hopes that when I go to the Hall, 
on Thursday, you will go with me ; for Lord Rochford 
is coming over with Miss Cunningham, and she thinks 
you would like to see them. The carriage will be 
sent fbr you whenever you wish it." 

'' Has not Miss Cunningham been at the Hall 
before 1 " asked Mrs Herbert. 

" No," replied Amy ; " she was to have gone there 
just after my aunt came, but one of her uncles was 
taken ill and died, and then she went away somewhere 
on a visit. I want to see her very much, for lam sure 
my aunt is very anxious that Dora should be with her 
a great deal." 

" How did you guess that ?" asked Mrs Herbert. 

" Oh, by the way in which she talked of her, and said 
she hoped Dora would make herself agreeable, and that 
there were very few young people of the same age here, 
and that the acquaintance was very desirable; but mam- 
ma," continued Amy, looking up archly in her mother's 
face, ^^ I think Dora is determined not to like her." , 

" And why should you think so ?" 

" Because I am sure Dora never does like any one 
she is told to like. @he always has a fancy for things 
which no one else can endure, and she will pet that 
ugly tabby cat which you saw in the school-room the 
other day : and that great fierce dog, which growls 
whenever any one goes near it, though I think she is 
a little afraid of it," 
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" And does her love for human beings go by con- 
traries too?" 

^' I don't know quite, because I have never seen her 
with strangers," said Amy ; " but I am sure it is her 
way in other things, for even in her dress I can see it. 
She generally chooses to wear whatever Margaret or 
I thii^ ugly. But, mamma, have you ever seen Miss 
Cunningham, and do you think I shall like her?" 

" I saw her frequently when she was a very litUe 
child," replied Mrs Herbert ; " for before your uncle 
went to Wayland, Lady Rochford was very intimate 
¥rith your aunt : but aiter that she became ill, and 
I had no carriage, and the distance between us is so 
great, that we have very seldom met, though I have 
been asked occasionally to stay there; and once, when 
your dear papa was here, I went." 

" Then you will like to go with me on Thursday, 
mamma," said Amy ; '' you know it will make me so 
happy, and you never go now, as you used to do in the 
summer. You always say it is such a &,tigue ; but I 
did so enjoy the nice long days, when you were with 
me. 

" I must wait tiU Thursday comes before I decide," 
answered her mother. " The postman shall take a 
note for me to Emmerton early, to say whether we 
shall want the carriage." 

Amy watched her mamma more anxiously than usual 
the next day, and was not quite satisfied with her pale 
and languid looks ; and when she appeared at break- 
fast the following morning, evidently suffering from 
the effects of a sleepless night, it was clear that she 
was more fit to srtay at home than to spend the day 
at Emmerton ; and, much to Amy's disappointment, 
the donkey was ordered at eleven o'clock, and she 
was obliged to set off for her ride by herself. 

There were preparations in the school-room for 
a day of idleness. Kose was playmg with her doll, 
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Margaret engaged with some fency work for herself, 
and Dora deep in the contents of an amusing book, 
while Miss Morton, relieved from her usual duties, had 
gone to her own room to enjoy quietness and solitude. 

" I don't think I like coming here on a holiday,*' 
observed Amy, when she entered the room; "it does 
not seem natural." 

" I like it, though," said Rose, as she tied a pink 
ribbon round her doll's waist in a firm hard knot, and 
then held it up to be admired. " I never have my 
doll's new frock except on holidays ; and Emily is 
coming presently to have a good game of play." 

" You won't play here," exclaimed Margaret, 
sharply ; " we can have no litter made." 

" I don't want to make a litter," said Rose ; " and 
I had much rather go and play in Emily's room ; she 
is never cross." 

" O Rose !" said a gentle voice behind her; and 
Rose was immediately sensible that she had been 
wrong ; and turning round to Emily, who had just 
come into the room, she jumped upon a chair to kiss 
her, and whispered, " I won't be naughty; but no one 
is kind except you." 

" You must not speak so," replied Emily ; " and 
your sister is quite right in saying it will not do to 
make a litter here ; but there is plenty of space in 
my bed-room, and we wiU go there and play when I 
have just spoken to your cousin." 

" And won't Amy come too?" said Rose. 

Amy looked half inclined ; but Margaret vehemently 
asserted that such a thing had never been heard of 
before; and Dora raised her head from her book, 
begging more earnestly than was her wont that Amy 
would stay with them ; and so Miss Morton and Rose 
departed with the doll and her treasures, and Amy 
Iremained to wile away the time as she best could till 
Miss Cunningham arrived. Not that this was a difii- 
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cult tafik, for there were many books at hand which 
were quite new to her ; and she was so unwearied a 
reader, that, although her cousins did not take the least 
trouble to entertain her, the time seemed very short 
till the sound of carriage wheels and the loud ringing 
of the door bell announced the arrival of a visitor. 
Margaret hastily gathered up her fragments of silk and 
beads, and thrust them into the first open drawer she 
could find (a proceeding which Amy did not fail to 
remark, as she knew that the task of hiding Margaret's 
missing treasures always devolved upon her); but 
Dora did not appear to observe what was passing till 
her sister stealtldly opened the door and peeped into 
the passage, and then she called out to her to shut it» 
and wondered she was not ashamed of being so un- 
ladylike. Margaret was not at all inclined to obey, 
and a dispute would probably have been the conse- 
quence but for the entrance of the footman, who came 
with Mrs Harrington's orders that the young ladies 
should go immediately to the drawing-room. Mar- 
garet ran to the glass to arrange her curb ; and Dora, 
lingering over her book, reluctantly prepared to do 
as she was told, always a difficult task with her, and 
particularly so at that moment. 

"I suppose my aunt wishes me to go too? "said Amy. 

'^ My mistress only mentioned Miss Harrington and 
l^Iiss Margaret," replied the man, very respectfully, 
but decidedly ; for he well knew that 3ito Harrington 
always required her commands to be taken liter^y. 

Amy shrunk back, vexed with herself for having 
offered to go, and more vexed with her aunt for 
having omitted to send for her. It would have made 
her feel shy to be obliged to encounter strangers; 
but it was not pleasant to be teft beldnd. 

" Never mind, dear," said Dora, kindly, seeing her 
blank face of disappointment; " we shall be back 
again presently, and then you shall see Miss Cunning- 
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ham ; but I tell you she is just like the rest of the 
world." 

" I don't know why I should care," replied Amy, 
recovering herself; '^ it will be much more, agreeable 
to stay here and read, for I am not used to strangers 
as you are, Dora." 

And yet, though it was more agreeable, Amy was 
not contented ; and when Margaret, having arranged 
her longest ringlet to her satis&ction, and set her dress 
to rights, and drawn up her head so as to show off 
ber long neck to advantage, pronounced herself quite 
ready, and left Amy to the quiet enjoyment of her 
book, she could not manage to fix her attention upon 
it. For the first time since her uncle's arrival at 
!Emmerton she felt neglected : it had often happened 
before that Dora or Margaret had been sent for on 
some little business with their mamma, but then it did 
not signify ; and the few visitors who called seldom 
inquired for them ; or if they saw them accidentally, 
there was always as much notice taken of Amy as of 
her cousins, so that she had not fancied there could 
be any distinction between them ; and even now she 
hardly acknowledged to herself the cause of her un- 
comfortable feelings, but sat with the open book before 
her, trying to find out why her aunt had wished her 
to be left behind ; and then looking at the loveliness 
of the grounds and the signs of wealth and luxury 
in the room, and contrasting them with the plainly 
furnished drawing-room and the little garden at the 
cottage, ^' I should be very happy if mamma had such 
beautiful things," was the thought that arose in her 
mind, but there was something within that checked it 
They only who have tried earnestly to do right can 
tell how quickly conscience whispers when we are 
wrong ; and Amy, young as she was, had too often 
heard her mother's warnings against envy and cove- 
tousness, not to be aware that she was at that moment 
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tempted by them, and half repeating to herself '^ how 
wrong it is in me 1" she turned to her book with the 
resolution of not thinking anything more about the 
matter. She had read but a few pages when the 
sound of voices in the passage interrupted her. Dora's 
constrained tone, and Margaret's affected laugh, told 
directly there was a stranger with them, and imme- 
diately afterwards they entered with Miss Cunning- 
ham, and the first glance showed Amy that Dora's 
description had been very correct. She was neither 
tall nor short, neither stout nor thin ; she had greyish- 
blue eyes, without any particular expression in them, 
sandy-coloured hair, a Mr freckled complexion, and 
rather pretty mouth, and certainly was very unlike 
what Amy had fancied in all but her dress, which 
was peculiarly handsome. 

" This is our school-room," said Dora, when Miss 
Cunningham, upon being told who Amy was, had 
shaken hands with her, and scanned her from head 
to foot. 

" Is it ? " was the reply. " It is a nice little place : 
I think it must be just the size of my governess's 
sitting-room." 

" It does very well," said Dora; " but it is nothing 
like the room we had to ourselves at Wayland, which 
was twice as large." 

" My governess's room," continued Miss Cunning- 
ham, " used to be my nursery; and then, when I 
grew too old for it, of course papa gave up another to 
me ; in fact, I have two I may call my own now — 
a little room where I keep all my books, and a large 
one where I do my lessons." 

" There was a whole set of rooms which was to have 
been ours," said Dora, " if we had remained at Way- 
land ; and here, I suppose, something of the kind will 
be arranged for us soon, but everything is so unsettled 
yet that papa has not had time to tliink about it," 
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" My little room," observed Miss Cunningham, 
^^ looks out upon the finest view in the whole estate. 
I can see a distance of twenty miles from the window." 

" The tower on Thorwood hiU was thirty miles off, 
-I think, Margaret," said Dora, turning to her sister, 

" Yes," she replied ; " but then it could only be 
seen as a little speck on a clear day." 

Miss Cunningham went to the window. " You 
have no .view here," she said. 

" No," answered Dora ; " it is much pleasanter 
having it shut, in in this way, because it makes it so 
private." 

" But when a house stands high, it is very easy to 
be private, and yet to have beautiful views between 
the trees." 

" I suppose," said Dora, " that when this house 
was built, several hundred years ago, people did not 
think so much about scenery, though indeed, there is 
a very nice view from the front. I have heard papa 
say that it is only modem places which stand high. 
Bochford Park, I think, is about fifty years old." 

" Only the new part ; there is one wing which is 
much older." 

" But the new part was built when your family first 
went there, was it not ? " 

" Yes ; it was built by my grandfather, when he 
returned from being ambassador to Turkey." 

" I think the newest part of Enmierton has been 
built at least a hundred and fifty years," said Dora ; 
" and the old part — ^I really cannot say exactly what 
the age of it is ; but the first baron who is buried in 
the chapel died somewhere about 1470, and his was 
the elder branch of our family." 
' " But there is no title in your family now," ob- 
served Miss Cunningham. 

" Indeed there is," replied Dora : " Lord Doring- 
ford is a cousin of ours." 
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'' Oh ! a hundredth cousin, I suppose. Any one 
may be that ; for you know we are aU descended from 
Adam." 

" Yes ; and, of course, that is the reason why 
people think so much more of a family being an old 
one, than of a mere title." 

Miss Cunningham turned sharply round to Amy. 

" Do you live here ? " she asked : and at being 
addressed so unceremoniously, Amy's colour rose, 
but she tried to answer gently, though she felt a 
little imwilling to acknowledge that her home was 
neither a park nor a hall. 

" I live about two miles off," she said, " at Em- 
merton Cottage ; but I am here a great deal." 

" Oh!" was all the reply; and Amy took up a 
book, and wished the new visitor had remained at 
Bochford Park. 

" Is not that a very pretty drawing?" said Mar- 
garet, finding Dora imwilling to speak again, and 
feeling very awkward. " It was a drawing of Miss 
Morton's, which she was going to copy." 

" Very," replied Miss Cunningham, shortly. " My 
style is flowers : I learnt when I was in Paris^ 
and " 

" But that does not make this drawing pretty or 
ugly, does it!" interrupted Dora, with a curl of the 
lip which portended a storm. 

Miss Cunningham stared at her, and then went on 
with her sentence : ^' And my master told papa that 
my copies were almost equal to the original." 

" I should like to see them very much," said Mar- 
garet', wishing as usual to conciliate her last acquaint- 
ance. "Will you bring them over to show us someday? " 

Dora held up a lovely rose, almost the last of the 
season : " Look," she said ; " who would not rather 
have that than the most beautiful drawing that ever 
could be made of it?" 



AMY HERBERT. 131 

No notice was taken of the question ; for by this 
time Miss Cunningham felt that she was no match 
for Dora in any thing but pretension ; and her only 
resource was indifference. She, therefore, went on 
talking to Margaret, who proved herself a willing 
listener. Drawings, music, lessons, dress, all were 
mentioned in turn ; and Margaret patiently bore the 
perpetual repetition of " I think this," and " I do that," 
as she looked at Miss Cunningham's sandy hair and 
freckled complexion, and felt that in one thing, at least, 
there could be no comparison between them. Amy 
for some time stood by, one moment casting a wistful 
look at her book, and wishing that it were not rude to 
read, or that she might carry it off to Miss Morton's 
room, and the next feeling a strong inclination to 
laugh, as she listened to what was passing. She had 
never heard any thing of the kind before ; for Dora 
did not boast except when she wished to rival some 
one, and Amy was far too humble to enter into com- 
petition with heftn any thing. 

At length, even the delightful subject of self seemed 
to be exhausted. The visitor paused ; and Margaret, 
looking at the time-piece, and remarking that it wanted 
nearly an hour to dinner, proposed that they should 
go into the garden. 

" Is there any thing to be seen there?" asked Miss 
Cunningham. 

" Nothing that you will admire," replied Dora, 
sarcastically. 

But the emphasis on the you was quite lost. From 
her childhood, Miss Cunningham could never be made 
to understand what was not expressed in plain words. 

" I suppose," she said, rather condescendingly, 
" you think we have such a beautiful place at the 
Park, that I shall not care about this." 

" Oh ! no," answered Dora, " such an idea never 
entered my head ; for it struck me when I was there 
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the other day, that it was so like all the other gentle- 
men's seats I have ever seen, that you would be quite 
glad to look at something different. There is hardly 
such another place as Emmerton, I believe, in Eng- 
land." 

The meaning of this was certainly quite evident, 
but Miss Cunningham was not quick at a retort ; she 
could only stare, as she usually did when she had not 
words at command, and ask l^rgaret to show her the 
way into the garden. Dora begged to be excused 
accompanying them, and Amy would willingly have 
done the same, but for the fear of appearing rude; and 
even in such trifles she had learned already to consult 
the feelings of others. 

The morning was so lovely, uniting ahnost the 
warmth of summer with the freshness of autumn, that 
the mere sensation of being in the open air was enjoy- 
able ; and it was fortunate for Amy that it was so, as 
neither of her companions paid any attention to her. 
Margaret led the way through the Grinding walks in 
the shrubbery, and along the terrace, and by the side 
of the lake ; pointing out the different objects which 
were to be seen, expressing herself extremely delighted 
at having Miss Cunningham with her, and hoping that 
they should meet very often, for reaUy there were no 
people living near Emmerton, and it was dreadfully" 
dull after Wayland; forgetting that only the day before, 
in one of her fits of extreme affection, she had told 
Amy they did not regret Wayland in the least, for 
that being with her made up for every thing. Amy, 
however, did not forget ; and it made her doubt, as 
she had often been inclined to do before, whether her 
cousin was not sometimes insincere. It was quite 
possible that Margaret might find Emmerton duU, and 
there was no harm in her saying so, but there was no 
occasion to mak^ kind speeches if she did not mean 
them ; and almost involuntarily she turned away, and 
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walked a few paces behind by herself. Miss Cun- 
ningham looked at every thing that was pointed out, 
and once or twice said it was pretty ; but the chief 
charm of all consisted in its being like something else 
which was more beautiful at Rochford Park. The 
trees were taller, the lake was clearer, the walks 
were broader, and Amy, as she listened, sometimes 
forgot her annoyance in amusement, though Margaret's 
words continually reminded her of it again ; and by 
the time they had gone over the pleasure grounds, she 
thought that her society would not have been missed 
if she had remained in the house. Suddenly, however, 
as they seated themselves on a bench by the side of 
the lake, Margaret seemed to recollect that her cousin 
was present ; and, with a half-suppressed yawn, asked 
her if she could think of any thing else they could do 
before dinner. It was evident that she was tired of 
her company, and Amy ransacked her brain to dis- 
cover something else which might be seen. 

" I think we have gone over every thing except 
the chapel," she said. 

" Oh ! yes, the chapel," exclaimed Margaret, " that 
will just do : I am sure Miss Cunningham would like 
to see it." 

"I don't know, indeed," was the reply. "Is it 
fiirf I am dread^illy tired." 

" It is a part of the house," said Amy, " and you 
know we must get home. This is the shortest way 
to it, Margaret," she continued, pointing to a dark 
overgrown walk : " you know it leads over the wooden 
bridge to the private garden, without our being obliged 
to go to the front of the house." 

"The shortest way is the best," muttered Miss 
Cunningham ; " I hate being walked to death." 

Amy thought it would have been more civil to have 
kept her remarks to herself; but she supposed the 
observation was not intended to be heard, and they 
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went on, Miss Cunningham complaining the whole 
way either of the narrowness of the path, or the 
inconvenience of the briers, or the heat of the sun, 
kdA making both Margaret and Amy very much 
repent having her with them. 

The walk, however, did at last come to an end ; 
and as they turned a sharp angle of the building, and 
came suddenly upon the chapel, with its grey but- 
tresses half covered with ivy, standing out upon a 
smooth square of velvet turf, and concealed from the 
pleasure ground by a thick shrubbery and one or two 
splendid chesnut trees, Amy foi^t how unlike her 
companions were to herseU*, and involuntarily ex- 
claimed, '^ Is it not beautiM !" 

'• How odd ! " said Miss Cunmngham, " why, it is 
a church." 

" It is very gloomy," observed Margaret : " I don't 
often come here." 

" Not gloomy," said Amy, " only grave." 

<<Well! grave or gloomy, it is all the same. I 

wish. Amy, you would learn not to take up one's 

words so. And now we are come here, I don't think 

we can get in. You should have remembered that 

this door is always locked ! do run into the house, 

and ask Bridget for the key, and we will wait here." 

Amy instantly did as she was desired, but had not 

gone ten yards before she returned. "You know, 

Margaret," she said, " that I cannot see Bridget, 

because I must not go amongst the servants. I 

never have been since the first night you came, when 

my aunt was so angry with me." 

" But," replied Margaret, " mamma is engaged with 
Lord Rochford now ; you will be sure not to meet her." 
" It is not the meeting her, but the doing what she 
would not like, that I am afraid of; but it will do, 
perhaps, if I ring the beU in the school-room, and 
then I can ask for it." 
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" Yes ; only run off and be quick, for we have not 
much time to spare.*' 

And in a moment Amy disappeared ; and with the 
best speed she could make, found her way to the 
school-room, and seizing the bell-rope, without re- 
membering how easily it rang, gave Jt such a pull 
that the sound was heard through the whole house. 
The last tone had but just died away when another 
was heard, to Amy's ear much more awM. It was 
her aunt's harsh voice in the passage, exclaiming 
against such a noise being made, and declaring that 
Dora or Margaret, whichever it was, should be 
severely reprimanded. Poor Amy actually trembled, 
and stood with the bell-rope in her hand, unable to 
move, when Mrs Harrington entered. 

" What, Amy ! Amy Herbert I A most extraor- 
dinary liberty I must say I I must beg you to recol- 
lect that you are not at home. . Pray, did any one 
give you permission to ring ?" 

Amy could hardly say " yes," because it was her 
own proposition ; but she stammered out ^' that Mar- 
garet wanted the key of the chapel, and she did pot 
like to go amongst the servants, for fear of displeas- 
ing her aunt." 

" Then Margaret should have come herself to ask 
for what she wants ; I will have no one but my own 
family ringing the beU and givmg orders in my house. 
And such a noise !" continued Mrs HarHngton, her 
anger increasing as she remembered how her nerves 
had been affected by the loud peal. 

Amy could only look humble and distressed ; and, 
forgetting the key and every thing but her desire to 
escape from her aunt, she moved as quickly towards 
the door as she dared. But she had scarcely reached 
it when a second fright awaited her : a grasp, which 
seemed almost like that of a giant, stopped her, and 
the quick, good-humoured voice of a stranger ex- 
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claimed, " Why, what's the matter f Who have we 
got here — sl third daughter, Mrs Harrington ?" 

Amy ventured to look in the &jce of the speaker, 
and feft reassured by the kind, open countena/ce thai 
met her view. She guessed in an instant it must be 
Lord Rochford. 

"Not a daughter," replied Mrs Harrington, in a 
constrained voice; "Mr Harrington's niece. Amy 
Herbert." 

" Ah ! well," said Lord Eochford, " it is very 
nearly a dausrhter, though. Then this must be the 
child of my friend Hantgton's second sister, EUen. 
I could almost have guessed it from the likeness; 
those black eyes are the very image of her mother's. 
And what has become of the colonel? any news of 
him lately?" 

Mrs Harrington shook her head. 

" Sad, sad, very sad," muttered Lord Rochford to 
himself ;. " and the mother, too, so ill, I hear." Then 
seeing a tear glistening in Amy's eye, he paused, 
patted her kindly on the shoulder, and told her he 
was sure she was a great pet at home, and he should 
be glad to see her at Rochford Park : " and Lucy will 
like to see you too," he continued. "She never 
meets any one but grown-up people from year's end 
to year's end. By the by, Mrs Harrington, I dare- 
say Mrs Herbert would be very willing to enter into 
the plan you and I were talking of just now. I wish 
some day you would mention it." 

"You forget," replied Mrs Harrington, trying to 
look gracious, " that I said it was quite out of the 
question at present." 

" Oh! no, not at all. But, begging your pardon, 
I never knew a lady yet who was not wSling to change 
her mind when she had a fair excuse given her." 

" You may not have met with any one before," 
said Mrs Harrington, in her haughtiest manner, " but 
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I must assure you, you have met with one now. — 
What do you want?" she added, for the first time 
perceiving the footman, who had answered the bell. 
" Amy, you rang; Jolliffe waits for your orders." 

Amy's neck and cheeks in an instant became crim- 
son ; but she managed to say, though in a voice scarcely 
audible, that she wanted &e key of the chapel. 

" Tell Bridget to send it instantly," said Mrs Har- 
rington ; and she did not notice Amy again till the 
key was brought, when, putting it into her hands 
without a word, she motioned her to the door. And 
Amy, enchanted at having at last escaped, returned 
to her cousin even more quickly than she had left her. 
'^ O Margaret!" was her exclamation as she ran up, 
holding Ihe key in her hand, '^ here it is; but I have 
got into a dreadM scrape by ringing the bell, and I 
don't know what I shall do; my aunt will never for- 
give me." 

" Nonsense," replied Margaret, in a really kind 
manner, " it is only just for the moment; mamma will 
soon forget it. You have nothing to do but to keep 
out of her way for some time." 

" I am sure she wont," replied Amy; " she looked 
so angry, and called me Amy Herbert." 

" But your name is Herbert, is it not?" said Miss 
Cunningham, with a stare. 

" Don't you know what Amy means?" asked Mar- 
garet, laughing: '< people never 'tack on surnames to 
christian names, till they are so angry they don't know 
what else to do. But don't make yourself unhappy, 
Amy; I know mamma better than you do; she soon 
forgets: just let me know what she said." 

The story was soon told, and Amy's mind consi- 
derably eased by her cousin's assurance that she had 
got into a hundred such scrapes in her life; though 
there still remained such a recollection of her alarm, 
that even the quiet beauty of the chapel could not 
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entirely soothe her. Miss Cunningham looked round 
with curiosity, but with a total want of interest; and 
Margaret laughed, and said it was a gloomy old place, 
and then called to her companions to observe the 
strange little figures which were carved on an ancient 
monument near the altar, declaring they were the most 
absurd things she had ever seen. But she could only 
induce Miss Cunningham to join in the merriment; 
Amy just smiled, and said, in rather a subdued voice, 
that ^ey were odd, and she had often wondered at 
them before. 

" What is the matter, Amy! '^ asked Margaret. 
" Why don't you speak put ; and why are you so 
gravel" 

" I don't quite know," answered Amy, trying to 
raise her voice ; " but I never can laugh or speak 
loud in a church." 

" And why not?" said Miss Cunningham, who had 
been patting one of the figures with her parasol, and 
calling it " a little wretch." 

" Because," replied Amy, " it is a place where 
people come to say their prayers and read their 
Bibles." 

" Well! and so they say their prayers and read 
their Bibles in their bed-rooms," observed Margaret; 
" and yet you would not mind laughing there." 

Amy thought for a moment, and then said, ^' You 
know bed-rooms are never consecrated." 

" Consecrated!" repeated Miss Cunningham, her 
eyes opening to their ftdlest extent: " What has that 
to do with it?" 

" I don't know that I can quite tell," replied Amy; 
" but I believe it means making places like Simdays." 

" I wish you would talk sense," said Miss Cunning- 
ham, sharply, " I can't understand a word you say." 

" I know what I mean myself, though I cannot 
explain it. On Sunday people never work, or ride 
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about, or read the same books as they do on other 
days; at least mamma never lets me do it; and she 
makes me saj my catechism, and other things like it, 
— ^hymns, I mean, and collects." 

" That may be your fashion on a Sunday, but it is 
not mine," said Miss Cunningham. " I used to say 
my catechism once a month before I was confirmed, 
to get it perfect; but since then I have never thought 
about it." 

'' Have you been confirmed?" asked Margaret and 
Amy, in one breath. 

*' Yes, to be sure. I am quite old enough; I was 
fifteen last month." 

" Then you must feel quite grown up now," said 
Amy. 

" Grown up I why should If I shall not do that 
till I come out in London." 

" Shall you not? " said Amy, gravely. " I think I 
should feel quite grown up if I were confirmed." 

" I never heard any one yet call a girl only just 
fifteen grown up," observed Margaret. 

<' It is not what I should be called, but what I 
should feel," replied Amy. " People when they are 
confirmed, are allowed to do things that they must 
not before." And as she said this, she walked 
away, as if afraid of being obliged to explain herself 
more, and went to the lower end of the chapel to look 
at her favourite monument of the first Baron of 
Emmerton. 

" I never knew any one with such odd notions as 
Amy," said Margaret, when her cousin was gone. " I 
never can make out how old she is. ^Sometimes she 
seems so much younger than we are, and then again 
she gets into a grave mood, and talks just as if she 
were twenty." 

" But it is very easy to ask her her age, is it not? " 
asked the matter-of-fact Miss Cunningham. 
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" Do you always think persons just the age they 
call themselves? " said Margaret, laughing. 

" Yes, of course, I do, every one, that is, except 
one of my aunts, who always tells me she is seven- 
and-twenty, when mamma knows she is five-ajid- 
thirty." 

" What I mean," said Margaret, " is, that all per- 
sons appear different at different times." 

" They don't to me," answered Miss Cunningham, 
shortly. '' If I am told a girl is fourteen, I helieve 
her to be fourteen; and if I am told she is twelve, I 
believe she is twelve. Your cousin is twelve, is she 
not?" 

Margaret saw it was useless to discuss the subject 
any more; and, calling to Amy that they should be 
late for dinner if they staid any longer, hastened out 
of the chapel. Amy lingered behind, with the un- 
comfortable feeling of having something disagreeable 
associated with a place which once had brought before 
her nothing but what was delightful. Margaret and 
Miss Cunningham had seemed perfectly indifferent to 
what she thought so solemn ; and although quite aware 
that their carelessness did not at all take away from 
the real sacredness of the chapel, yet it was something 
new and startling to find that it was possible for 
persons to enter a place peculiarly dedicated to the 
service of God without any greater awe than they 
would have felt in their own homes. 

If Amy had lived longer and seen more of the world, 
she would have known^that unhappily, such thought- 
lessness is so common as not to be remarkable; but 
she had passed her life with those who thought very 
differently ; and the first appearance of irreverence 
was as painfid as it was unexpected. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The thought of being probably obliged again to meet 
Mrs Harrington, soon made Amy forget her painfol 
feelings in the chapel ; and during the whole of dinner 
her eye turned anxiously to the door, and her ear 
caught every sound in the passage, in the dread lest 
her aunt should enter ; and she ate what was placed 
before her almost unconsciously, without atten^g to 
any thing that WM said. 

Miss Morton was the only person who remarked 
this; and she had a sufficient opportunity, for no 
notice was taken of her. She was not introduced to 
Miss Cunningham; but the young lady cast many 
curious glances at her as she came into the room, and 
then a whispered conversation followed between her 
and Margaret, quite loud enough to be heard. She 
was described as '^ the person who teaches us music 
and drawing," and her birth, parentage, and education 
were given. And when Miss Cunningham's curiosity 
was satisfied, she condescended to look at her atten- 
tively for nearly a minute, and tben appeared entirely 
to forget that such a being was in existence. Miss 
Morton bore this gaze without shrinking. There was 
not a Hush on her delicate cheek, or the slightest curl 
of anger about her gentle mouth ; and all that showed 
she was aware of what was said was the momentary 
glistening of her eye as she caught the words — " Oh ! 
she is an orphan, is she?" and then Margaret's reply 
— " Yes ; she lost her father and mother both in one 
month." Amy would have felt very indignant, if she 
had remarked it, but at that moment she could attend 
to nothing but the door ; and Dora, whose proud, sulky 
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mood had not yet passed away, sat by the window, 
and did not speak. 

The dinner was very dulL Miss Cunningham pro- 
fessed herself so tired with her walk that she could 
not eat ; and looking at every thing that was ofiered 
her, said " she would try it, but really she had such a 
delicate appetite she could seldom touch any thing ;" 
helping herself, at the same time, to two very good- 
sized cutlets ss a conunencement, and finishing with 
the last piece of apple-tart in the dish near her. Rose 
fixed her eyes steadily upon her, as she transferred the 
remains of the tart to her plate ; and then turning to 
Miss Morton, whose seat was always next to hers, 
said almost aloud, ''Why does she not ask first?" 
Miss Morton looked as grave as she could, and tried 
to stop her ; but although Miss Cunningham heard, 
it did not at all follow iMt she understood ; and the 
child's question had no more effect upon her than if 
it had been put in private. 

"Would you let me go with you to your room?" 
said Amy to Miss Morton, as soon as dinner was 
over. "I am afraid aunt Harrington wiU be here 
presently ; and I have got into such a scrape with 
her." 

"But supposing," replied Emily, "thatlshould think 
it best for you to stay, what will you do then!" 

" Oh ! of course," said Amy, " I should do as you 
thought right : but if you would let me go and tell 
you all about it I should be so glad ; and I will pro- 
mise to come back again if you say I ought." 

"Well!" replied Emily, " if we make that agree- 
ment I shall not care : and we will let Bose and her 
doll stay behind." 

Miss Morton's room was becoming to Amy's feel- 
ings almost as delightM as the chapel. It was not 
often that she was admitted there, but whenever she 
was, her curiosity and interest were greatly excited. 
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There were, in fact, two rooms, a small ante-room and 
a rather large bed-room ; and they would probably have 
been considered too good to be appropriated to Miss 
Morton's use, if it had not been that Bose always 
fihared the same apartment. Emily's taste was so good, 
that wherever she went^ some traces of it appeared ; 
and when Amy first saw these rooms aiier her uncle's 
arrival, she scarcely recognised them to be the same - 
which she had before known only as desolate lumber- 
rooms. Not that there were any symptoms of luxury 
about them, for there was no furniture beyond what 
was absolutely required ; but there were books and • 
work on the table, pictures on the walls, and flowers 
in the windows ; and to all these Amy guessed some 
history was attached, for the pictures she had been 
told were of Emily's friends and relations, and the 
books had been given her by those she was now parted 
from, perhaps for ever in this world ; and the flowers 
seemed to possess a value beyond any thing they could 
derive from their own beauty, for they were cherished 
almost as living beings. Once or twice lately Miss 
Morton had related to Amy some of the stories 
relating to these things, and this naturally increased 
her desire to hear more ; but on the present occasion 
she thought of nothing but the reHef of escaping 
from her aunt ; and telling Emily, in a few words, 
what had occurred, she begged not to be sent back 
again. 

Miss Morton thought for a mement, and then re- 
plied, " I am afraid, my dear, that I must be very 
hard-hearted and say, no. Mrs Harrington is much 
more likely to be displeased, if she thinks you have 
hidden yourself. You know you must see her again, 
and then you will still have the same fear, and you 
will not be comfortable even at home, unless the 
meeting is over ; but if you face it now, and tell her, 
if she should say any thing, that you are sorry she has 
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been displeased, and ask her to forgi\^ you, you will 
return home happy. We never lessen our difficulties 
by putting off the evil day." 

"But," replied Amy, "Margaret says she will 
forget." 

" I think your cousin is wrong," answered Miss 
Morton. " Some things Mrs Harrington does forget, 
but not what she considers liberties : besides, is it not 
much better to have our faults forgiven than for- 
gotten?" 

" But I don't think I did any thing vnrong," said 
Amy. 

** No," replied Miss Morton, " it was not wrong in 
itself; it was only wrong because it was against your 
aunt's wishes. She is very particular indeed about 
some things ; and this, of ringing the bell and giving 
orders, is one." 

" I can't say I am sorry if I am not," said Amy ; 
" and if I have not done any thing wrong, how can I 
besot" 

" You may be sorry for having vexed your aunt, 
though it was imintentionally ; and this is all I wish 
you to say." 

Amy looked very unhappy. " I wish I had not gone 
away," she said ; " it will be much worse going back 
again if she is there." 

" Yes," replied Miss Morton, " I can quite under- 
stand that; but whether it be easy or difficult it does 
not make any difference in its being right : and I 
think," she added, as she put her arm affectionately 
round Amy's waist and kissed her for the first time, 
" I think there is some one you love very dearly who 
would say the same." 

Perhaps no kiss that Amy had ever before received 
had been so valuable as this. At the moment it 
seemed as if she had power to do any thing that Miss 
Morton thought right, and she walked to the door with 
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a firm step : then once more her resolution failed, and 
as she stood with the handle in her hand she said, 
** Do you think my aunt will be there?" 

*^ I do not think about it," replied Mass Morton ; 
'' but if you delay your courage will be quite gone. 
Tou will not shrink from doing what is right, will 
yout" 

Amy waited no longer, but with a desperate effort 
ran down the turret stairs and along the passage, and 
opened the school-room door, without giving herself 
time to remember what she was about to encounter. 

The dessert still remained, but Dora and Margaret 
^D7ere standing at the round table in the oriel window, 
exhibiting their drawings to Lord Rochford, and Mr 
and Mrs Harrington were talking together apart. 
Amy's first impulse was to screen heraelf from sight ; 
but she remembered Miss Morton's words, and resolv- 
ing to meet the trial, at once walked up to the table. 

" Ah I" said Lord Rochford, as he perceived her, 
" here is my Kttle ninaway friend, whom I have been 
looking for for some minutes. I am sure there must 
be some drawings of hers to be seen too." 

Mrs Harrington turned round. " Get your draw- 
ings, Amy," she said, in her coldest manner. Amy 
wiUingly obeyed, thinking any thing preferable to 
standing still and doing nothing. 

" Very pretty, very pretty, indeed," exclaimed 
Lord Rochford, looking at tiiem ; '' artist-like de- 
cidedly ; very good that is." And he pointed to one 
which Amy knew was the worst of all, and which 
only struck his eye because the shadows were darker, 
and the lights brighter, than the rest. 

" Has Amy been doing any thing wrong 1 " said 
Mr Harrington, in a low voice, to his wife. " She 
seems so frightened, yet she always strikes me as 
being very obedient ; and those drawings of hers are 
admirable." 

VOL. I. o 
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" She would do very well," answered Mrs Har- 
rington, ^^ if she would but be as attentive to her 
general conduct as she is to her accomplishments." 

" Oh ! careless, I suppose," said Mr Harrington. 
" It is not to be wondered at in such a young thing." 

" I can never think any age an excuse for an im- 
pertinent liberty," was the reply. 

" Amy impertinent ! it is quite impossible. Come 
here, my dear, and tell me what you have been 
doing." 

A cloud gathered on Mrs Harrington's brow ; but 
Amy felt reassured by her uncle's kind manner, and 
answered as audibly as she could, << I rang the bell, 
uncle." 

Mr Harrington laughed heartily, and Mrs Har- 
riBgton looked 8tiU more annoyed. 

" This is not the place to talk about it," she said, 
quickly. " Amy knows very well that I had ftiU 
reason to be displeased, but, of course, she is too 
proud to own it." 

" Oh no, indeed I am not !" exclaimed Amy. '* I 
did not know I was wrong, aunt; but I am very 
sorry for having vexed you." 

" There," said Mr Harrington, " you cannot wish 
for any thing more ; she is very sorry, and will not 
do it again : and now, Charlotte, you must be very 
sorry and forgive." 

Amy felt as if she hardly liked to be forgiven, 
when she did not think she was in fkvli ; but again 
she recollected what Miss Morton had said, — ^that she 
was to be sorry, not for having been guilty of a &ult, 
but for having annoyed her aunt ; and she checked 
the feeling of pride, and listened patiently and humbly, 
while Mrs Harrington gave her a tolerably long lec- 
ture on the impropriety of taking the same liberties at 
Emmerton that she would at the Cottage, and ended 
by saying that she hoped, as she grew older, she would 
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know her position better. After which, bestowing 
upon her a cold unwilling kiss, she promised that she 
would try and forget what had passed. 

Mr Harrington walked away as the lecture began ; 
disliking so much being said before his visitor, who, 
he saw, observed what was going on. 

Lord Bochford's pity had, indeed, been somewhat 
excited, and he said, good-naturedly, as Amy came up 
to the table again, " Well ! I hope it is right now. I 
suspected you were not in a such a hurry for nothing ; 
but ' all's well that ends well,' you know. I hate 
scrapes, and always did, — ^never let Lucy get into aoy, 
do I, darling? " 

Miss Cunningham either did not hear, or did not 
think it worth while to answer ; taking advantage of 
her father's principle that she was never to get into 
scrapes, she always treated him in the most uncere- 
monious manner possible. 

" I don't think you and Mrs Harrington would 
quite agree upon that subject," observed Mr Harring- 
ton ; " her principle is that storms bring peace." 

^^ Not mine, not mine," said Lord Rochford. 
*' There is nothing in the world that I love like 
peace ; so now, Mrs Harrington, we will be of the 
eame mind about your visit to the Park. You shall 
come next week, and bring all the young ones, my 
little Mend here included." 

" You must excuse my deciding immediately," 
replied Mrs Harrington ; '^ and I have great doubts 
whether going about and seeing people is at all good 
for my niece ; even being here upsets her mind." 

Poor Amy looked very blank, for it had long been 
one of her chief wishes to see Rochford Park. 

" You must not be out of temper about it," said 
Mrs Harrington, as she remarked her disappointed 
countenance ; " only try and be more, attentive, and 
then you will be sure to be rewarded." 
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" I shall not let you off, though, so easily," con- 
tinued Lord Rochford. " I have set my heart upon 
your coming, and I must have you all ; no exception 
for good temper or bad. Come, Harrington, inter- 
pose your authority." 

" I win promise to use my influence," answered 
Mr Harrington ; " and with that you must be satis- 
fied." 

Lord Rochford declared he was not at all, but that 
he had no time to argue the matter, for the carriage 
had been at the door at least a quarter of an hour, so 
he should consider the thing as settled. 

The parting between Margaret and Miss Cunning- 
ham was very affectionate ; and Amy, as she looked 
on, wondered how so much love could have been in- 
spired in so short a time, and felt it quite a reftief that 
Dora was contented witii a cold shake of the hand, 
since it allowed her to follow her example without 
being particular. To have kissed Miss Cunningham 
would have been almost as disagreeable as to be kissed 
by her aunt when she was angry. 

" That is the most unpleasant girl I ever saw," 
exclaimed Dora, when she was left alone with Amy, 
Margaret having followed Miss Cunningham to the 
carriage. " A proud, conceited, forward thing, who 
thinks she may give herself any airs she pleases. 
Now, Amy, don't look grave ; I know you can't en- 
dure her." 

" I don't like her," said Amy. 

" Not like her ! You hate her, I am sure you do, 
— you must." 

" I hope not," replied Amy, laughing. " I never 
hated any one yet." 

" Then I am sony for you," said Dora. ** No one 
can be a good lover who is not a good hater. I 
would rather have any thing than lukewarmn ess." * 

" So would I," replied Amy. " I hope I am not 
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lukewarm ; and I am sure I can love some people very 
dearly, — ^yes, more than I could ever tell," she added, 
as she thought of her mamma. ^^ But I don't know 
whether I could hate ; I never met with any one yet 
to try upon." 

'^ You can't have a better subject than that odious 
Miss Cunningham. I could not think of her sandy 
hair, and her ugly unmeaning eyes for two minutes, 
without feeling fiiat I hated her." 

" Please don't say so, Dora," said Amy, earnestly, 
" it makes me so sorry." 

" Does itt I don't see why you should care what 
I say ; it can make no difference to you." 

'^ Oh yes, but indeed it does, for I think it is not 
right. I don't mean to vex you," continued Amy, 
seeing the expression of her cousin's countenance 
change : "I know you are older than I am ; and 
perhaps I ought not to say it, only I could not help 
bemg sorry." 

" I am not vexed," said Dora : " but it cannot 
signify to you whether I am right or wrong ; it would 
be different if it were yourself." 

" If it were myself," replied Amy, " I could be 
sorry for myself, and try not to do wrong any more ; 
but I cannot make you sorry, and so it seems almost 
worse." 

" Make me sorry I" exclaimed Dora, in a tone of 
surprise. " Of course you can't : but why should you 
wishitf" 

" I always wish every one to be soiTy when they 
do wrong, because, you know, no one is forgiven till 
they are." ^ 

" But, supposing they don't think it wrong, you 
would not have them be sorry then, would you ? I 
see no harm in hating Miss Cunningham." 

^' It may be wrong," replied Amy, " though you 
don't think so." 
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" Who is to judge f" asked Dora. 

Amy was silent for a moment, and then said, 
" Would you let me show you a verse in the Bible, 
Dora, about it ? Mamma made me read it one day 
when I said I hated some one, though I know I did 
not really do it, and I have never forgotten it." 

" Well, let me see it," said Dora, almost sulkily. 
Amy took a Bible from the book-case, and pointed to 
the fifteenth verse of the third chapter of St John's 
first Epistle : — " Whosoever hateth his brother is a 
murderer : and ye know that no murderer hath eternal 
life abiding in him." " Oh ! " exclaimed Dora, when 
she had read it, " that is so shocking. Of course, 
when I talk about hating, I don't mean such hatred 
as that." 

" So I said," replied Amy ; " and then mamma 
told me that if I did not mean it, I ought not to say 
it ; and that the very fact of my using such expres- 
sions showed that I had a great dislike, which I ought 
not to indulge ; and then she made me read a great 
many more verses in this epistle, about its being our 
duty to love people. But, Dora, I don't mean to 
teach you any thing, for I am sure you must know it 
all a great deal better than I do ; only I wanted to 
tell you what mamma said to me." 

Amy would probably have been very much surprised 
if she had known the feelings which passed through 
her cousin's mind as she spoke. It had never entered 
her head that she could give advice or instruction ; 
and yet, perhaps no words from an older person could 
have had half the effect of hers. Dora, however, was 
not in the habit of showing what she felt, and Amy 
was too simple to guess it, even when the exclamation 
escaped her, " I would give all I am worth to have 
lived with Aunt Herbert and you all my life. Amy." 

" Oh ! no," exclaimed Amy, " you cannot be seri- 
ous. Think of this house, and the beautiful grounds, 
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and TVaylaiul too, where you used to be so happy ; 
you never would bear to live in a cottage." 

" I think, sometimes, it makes no diiFerence where 
people live," answered Dora. " I don't think 1 am 
at all happier for papa's having a fine house." 

Amy thought of what Susan Reynolds had said, 
" that eating, and drinking, and fine clothes, did not 
make people happy ;" and it seemed strange that two 
persons so difierently situated should have thought so 
much alike ; but she had not time to talk any longer 
to Dora, for the evening was closing in, and she was 
obliged to return home, and, as she thought, without 
any attendant except the man-servant who usually 
took charge of her. But just as she was settling her- 
self upon her donkey, Bridget appeared at the hall 
door with a request that Miss Herbert would be so 
very kind as to wait one moment longer, for Stephen 
had been in just before, to know if any of the ladies 
were going back mth her, for he wished very much 
to walk a little way if he might be allowed. " He is 
only gone up to the stable, miss," added Bridget, " if 
it is not too much trouble for you to stop. I can't 
think what made him go away." 

" Never mind," said Amy, " it is never any trouble 
to wait for Stephen ; but it will not be long now : that 
must be he coming down the chesnut walk." 

Stephen's hobbling pace was exchanged for a species 
of trot, as he perceived Amy already mounted ; and 
he came up to her with a thousand apologies for the 
delay. " But you know, Miss Amy, 'tis not very often 
I can see you now, so I thought I would make bold for 
once. And please to tell me now how your mamma 
is, for she doesn't come here as she used ; and the folks 
in the village say she's getting as white as a sheet." 

" I don't think mamma is as well or as strong as 
she used to be, Stephen," replied Amy ; " but she 
does not complain much, only she soon gets tired." 
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" Oh ! " said Stephen, shaking his head, " India 
India, — 'tis all India, Miss Amy. Why English 
people shouldn't be contented to stay on English ground 
is more than I can guess. A nice comfortable cottage, 
in a good pasture county, such as this, with a few ups 
and downs in it to make a variety, is all I should ever 
wish to have : I want nothing that's to be got from 
foreign parts ; for it's always been my maxim that one 
penny in England is worth' twenty out of it." 

" But," replied Amy, " some people are obliged to 
go, Stephen. I am sure papa would not have done 
it if he could have helped it." 

" Help, or no help, 'tis what I can't understand," 
said Stephen. " Not that I mean any disrespect to 
the colonel. Miss Amy, but it grieves me to hear the 
people talk about your poor mamma's pale fece." 

" I don't think she looks so very pale," said Amy, 
feeling uncomfortable, and yet hardly owning it to 
herself. 

'^ The dwellers in the same house are not those to 
see the change," replied the old man ; " but I don't 
mean to be vexing your young heart before its time. 
Sorrow comes soon enough to all ; and," he added, 
reverently, " He who sends it will send his strength 
with it." 

" That is what mamma says," answered Amy. 
" She is always begging me not to look forward ; but 
I do long to do it very often : and she would be so 
happy if she could be sure when papa would come 
back." 

" Look, Miss Amy," said Stephen, gathering a daisy 
from the grass, " do you see that ? Now you might try, 
and so might I, and so might all the great folks that 
ever lived, — ^we might all try all our lives, and we 
never could make such a thing as that ; and yet, you 
know, 'tis but a tiny flower that nobody thinks about : 
and sometimes, when I get wishing that things were 
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different, I take up a daisy and look at it, till it seems 
most wonderful how it should be made, and how it 
should live ; and then it comes into mj head how 
many millions there are like it, and how many plants, 
and trees, and insects, and animals, and living souls 
too, and that God made them all, — -all that are here, 
and all that are up above (for I suppose there is no 
harm in thinking that there may be such) ; and so, at 
last, do you see, I don't only know, but I can feel, that 
he is wise ; and my heart gets quite light again, for 
I am sure that he knows what is best; and as he 
has not told us what is to come, 'tis but folly to wish 
about it." 

" Well ! Stephen," said Amy, " I really will try ; 
but it is very hard sometimes." 

" Ah ! yes," replied Stephen, " we all have some- 
thing hard. Miss Amy ; young or old, there is always 
something. Twas hard for me when the master went 
away and left the old house to itself, as you may say; 
and there are some things that are hard now." 

'' What things? '^ asked Amy, as she almost stopped 
her donkey, and looked eagerly into the old steward'^ 
face. '* I thought you never would be unhappy again 
when uncle Harrington came back." 

" Tis he, and 'tisn't he, that's come," replied 
Stephen. ^' There's a change ; but 'twas the foolish- 
ness of an old man's heart to think that it wouldn't 
be so." "- 

" But what is changed?" said Amy. 

" Every thing !" exclaimed Stephen ; " the master, 
and madam, and the young ladies, and all ; only Mrs 
Bridget isn't a bit different." 

" Oh, but Stephen, you know my cousins were so 
young when they went away : of course, they are 
altered." 

^' To be sure. Miss Amy, I wasn't so foolish as not 
to expect that ; but I did hope that the young ladies 
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wouldn't be above coming to see one, and talking a 
bk ; and that the young gentleman (Grod bless him 
and keep him, for he's the only one) would have been 
here, and that, perhaps, they would have wanted a 
little teaching about the ponies. I had two of the 
little Welsh ones brought in from the hills on purpose, 
and took a pleasure in training them, but no one 
comes near me to look at them." 

" If you would only mention it," said Amy, " I 
am sure my cousins would be delighted." 

" No," replied Stephen, " it's not in my way to 
put myself forward so, for those who don't care to ask 
after me. If they had come down to the cottage, and 
said a word to me, or little Nelly, and then noticed 
that the ponies were about there (for I keep them in 
the field), 'twould have been all very well, and natural 
like : but I shall say nothing about it now ; only if 
master should inquire afler any, he can have them. 
And master Frank, too, 'twill never be like the old 
times till there is a young gentleman about the place." 

" Frank is expected at Christmas," said Amy : '* he 
went to stay with his uncle. Sir Henry Charlton, after 
poor Edward died, because it was a change for him ; 
and he was so wretched ; and since then he has been 
at school." 

" I'm growing old. Miss Amy," answered Stephen, 
<' and Christmas is a long time to look forward to. 
I don't mean to complain, only 'twould have been a 
comfort to have seen him here with the rest, and 
perhaps have kept me from thinking so much about 
him that's gone : but it's all right ; and," he added, 
more earnestly, as he brushed his hand hastily across 
his eyes, " I would not have him back again, — ^no, 
not if I could see him a king upon his tlirone." 

" And does no one ever go to visit you, Stephen ? " 
asked Amy, rather sadly. 

" Yes," he replied, " the young lady, Miss Morton, 



AMY HERBERT. 165 

comes very often ; and though she is not one of the 
fiunily, yet it does one good to see her, and talk to 
her ; and then, too, she brings the little one with her ; 
and sure enough she's the sweetest little cherub that 
ever was bom." 

** What, Bose ? " said Amy. " Is she not a darling 
Htde thing?" 

^' I never saw but one before that I thought I could 
like better," said Stephen, laying his hard sun-burnt 
hand on Amy's tiny fingers ; " and that one, I hope, 
Grod will bless, and keep for many a long day. But 
I must not go on farther, for you don't get on so fast 
when I am walking with you." 

Amy pressed the old man's hand affectionately, 
begging him to come on only a little way, for she 
hardly ever saw him now. 

But Stephen was firm. He had gone to his usual 
point, a splendid oak, commonly called the Baron's 
tree, from a tradition that it had been planted when 
Elmmerton was built ; and it seemed* almost as if a 
charm would be broken if he went fiu1;her. Amy 
stopped, and watched him till he was out of sight, and 
then pursued her ride through the forest with a sadder 
heart than she had begun it. 

" You are late to-night, my love," said Mrs Herbert, 
as her little girl dismounted from her donkey ; '^ you 
forget that the days are beginning to close in ; and 
what makes you look so unhappy?" 

" Oh I not much, mamma : only please don't stand 
here in the cold." 

" You are so very suddenly careful of me," replied 
Id^ Herbert, smilmg : " is this the last thing you 
learnt at the Hall?" 

" No," answered Amy ; " only Stephen says you 
look pale, and all the village people say so too ; but 
I don't think you are so now." 

" I am much better to-night, my dear child," said 
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Mrs Herbert. " You must not listen to what everv 
one says, and get frightened without reason." 

Amy's spirits were revived in a moment, and she 
ran gaily into the cottage, and in a very short time 
wafl seated by the fireside with her mamma, recount- 
ing the incidents of the day, — ^Miss Cunningham, and 
her behaviour, her aunt's anger, and her own con- 
versations with Dora and old Stephen, furnishing 
quite sufficient materials for a long story. " There 
were one or two things that my aunt told me, which 
I could not quite understand," she said, after having 
repeated a great portion of the lecture she had re- 
ceived. " What did she mean, mamma, by my 
knowing my position, and speaking of me as if I were 
not one of the family f I am her niece." 

" Yes," replied Mrs Herbert ; " but people think 
differently about their families : some persons consider 
that every one. who is any relation at all, forms one of 
the family, and others only call those so who are their 
own children." 

" But my position," repeated Amy ; " why is my 
position different from my cousina' f You are a lady, 
and papa is a gentleman." 

" Compare this cottage with Emmerton," replied 
Mrs Herbert, " and then you will see the difference, 
and why people in general would think more of your 
cousins than of you." 

A sudden pang shot through Amy's heart. " Dear 
mamma," she exclaimed, " I wish you would not say 
so." 

" Why not ? my dear ; why must not that be said 
which is true ? " 

" It makes me uncomfortable," said Amy, " and 
wicked too, I am afraid. If papa were to come home, 
should we be able to live in a larger house ? " 

" I do not know," answered her mother ; " but if 
we could, I do not think we should wish it." 
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" All ! mamma, that is because you are so much 
better than I am. I never used to think so tOl I saw 
my cousins at Emmerton ; but I should like very 
much to live in a place like that." 

Mrs Herbert looked grave, yet she felt thankful 
that her child spoke openly of her feelings, as it 
enabled her so much better to guide them. 

" It is not only the house that I shoiild enjoy," 
continued Amy, " but I think people would love me 
better. Margaret did not seem to think anything of 
me when Miss Cunningham was by ; and when Lord 
Rochford and my imcle came in, I thought every one 
had more business there than I had. It was very 
kind in him to look at my drawings, but still I felt 
nobody by the side of Dora and Margaret." 

The conversation was here stopped by the entrance 
of Mr Walton, who often came in at this time of the 
evening, on his retmn from his visits in the parish. 
Amy was only half pleased to see him, for she would 
willingly have talked much longer to her mamma 
alone ; but her mind was partly relieved by the con- 
fession she had made of her foolish wishes ; and Mrs 
Herbert's countenance brightened so much at the 
sight of him, that she was soon reconciled to the 
interruption. 

Mr Walton brought as usual several tales of distress 
and difficulty, which Mrs Herbert, notwithstanding 
her limited income, was always the first to relieve ; 
and Amy, as she listened to the account of a widow 
with six children, unable to pay her rent, a father 
on his sick bed, totally unable to provide for his 
&mily, and other cases of a similar kind, and then 
looked round upon the comfortable room in which 
she was sitting^ with its bright curtains and carpet, 
its easy sofas and chairs, and the preparations for 
tea upon the table, felt grieved and ashamed that she 
should have allowed a pang of envy to render her 
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for a single moment insensible to her many blessings; 
and perhaps Mr Walton's parish tales produced a 
greater effect than even her mother's words could 
have done, for she went to bed that night far more 
contented than she had been on her return firom the 
HaU. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Nothing more was said about the proposed visit to 
Rochford Park on Amy's two following visits to 
Cmmerton ; and though her anxiety was great to 
know if she were to be included in the party, she 
only ventured once to ask Margaret two or three 
questions, and then received a short, abrupt answer, 
that nothing was settled, and that it could not be 
any concern of hers. The fiict was, that Margaret 
disliked the notice which Lord Rochford had taken 
of Amy, on the day he had spent at Emmerton, for 
she had resolved in her own mind that she would be 
Miss Cunningham's friend and companion, and her 
fears of a rival were considerably excited. Of this, 
however, there was no occasion to be afraid. Amy 
felt not the smallest inclination to be intimate with 
her new acquaintance ; and her only wish for being 
of the party was, that she might see Rochford Park, 
which had always been described to her as one of the 
finest places in England. Mrs Harrington did not 
appear at all likely to give her any information, for 
whenever they met, which was but seldom, she only 
said a few words more hastUy and sharply than she 
had done before, in order to show that she had not 
quite forgotten Amy's offence ; and it was not till 
llie evening previous to the day which was at last 
fixed for going, that any hope was given her of 
accompanying them. 

" Take this note to your mamma," said Mrs Har- 
rington, coming to the hall-door just as Amy was 
about to set off; " and if she should say yes to what 
I have asked, tlio cinTiage shall call for you at eleven: 
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if not, you had better come here by yourself, aa usual^ 
and you shall go with us to Lord Rochford's; and we 
will take you home at night, though it will be con- 
siderably out of our way." 

Amy's gratitude even was subdued in her aunt's 
presence; but she did manage to say something about 
being delighted; and then, carefully depositing the 
precious note in the pocket of her saddle, she made 
her donkey move at its quickest pace down the road. 

Mrs Hairington turned awaj Jth the consciousness 
of having done a disagreeable thing in a disagreeable 
manner. She had fully determined upon not taking 
Amy ; it would only crowd the carriage ; and she did 
not wish it to be considered a necessary thing, that 
where her daughters went, her niece should go too : 
but a note, which she had that morning received 
from Lord Rochford, expressly mentioning Amy, and 
adding a hope that Mrs Herbert would be prevailed 
on to comply with Lady Rochford's wishes, and join 
the party, l^ft her no choice ; and it was happy for 
Amy that she did not know how very little her aunt 
desired her presence. 

Mrs Harrington's note inclosed Lady "Rochford's 
invitation, which Mrs Herbert decided at once it 
would be better not to accept for herself; but she did 
not object to Amy's going, though she feared that if 
Emmerton in its quietness, and almost solemnity, 
excited her longings after riches and grandeur, Roch- 
ford Park would probably have a stUl greater effect. 
Yet, even if this were the case, she trusted that she 
should be able to check the feeling ; and she knew 
tliat the same temptations were nearly certain to arise 
in after-years, when she would not be at hand to put 
Amy on her guard against them. 

Amy's delight was unmeasured. Her aunt's harsh 
looks, and Miss Cunningham's disagreeable manners, 
were quite forgotten in the pleasure she anticipated in 
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going to a new place; and long before her usual hour 
of rising she had been to the window several times to 
see if the weather promised to be fine. The calm grey 
mist of the morning was hardly what she would have 
desired, but there was a joyousness in her own spirit 
which made almost every thing appear bright; and 
when at length the sun broke slowly through its veil 
of clouds, shedding a clear line of light over the dis- 
tant hills, and then bursting forth in full radiance 
over the richly wooded country, and the cheerful 
village. Amy's heart bounded within her, and again, 
as she recollected her feelings of envy on her return 
from Emmerton, she sighed to think that she should 
have been so imgrateful as to wish for anything 
beyond the enjoyments which God had given her. 

Punctuality .was one of the virtues which Mrs Har- 
rington strictly enforced ; and Amy almost trembled 
when she heard the clock strike eleven as she rode up 
to the lodge. She knew also, that on this point her 
mamma and iaunt entirely agreed; and she had re- 
ceived many injunctions on no account to delay on the 
road, and so be the means of keeping the carriage 
waiting : and to have vexed her mother would have 
been even worse than to have excited Mrs Harrington's 
anger. Happily, however, there were some last orders 
to be given, which caused a delay of about five 
minutes, and Amy had time to dismount, and join her 
cousins in the school-room^ before her aunt appeared. 

She seemed more inclined to be kind than before; 
and Amy felt so much reassured by her change of 
manner, that, although placed in the middle of the 
back seat, between Dora and Margaret, and having 
Mrs Harrington's face nearly opposite, she contrived 
to be extremely happy. It was only necessary to be 
quite still and silent to avoid giving offence; and this 
to her was no punishment. 

From being so much alone, slie had learnt the secret 
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of amusing herself with her own thoughts, and found 
them far more agreeable than the effort of talking in 
a constrained way to her cousins. Dora and Mar- 
garet wiUingly foUowed her example; the former from 
being rather in a sulky mood, and the latter from 
finding her attempts at conversation useless. The 
drive was consequently a quiet, but not a dull one ; 
and the distance appeared very short to Amy, though 
Dora had yawned at least four times, and at last 
muttered that she could never think Miss Cunningham 
was worth coming so far to see. 

" I cannot say I want very much to see her either,*' 
replied Amy; " only the place, — ^I would give any 
thing to see that." • 

" Then look," said Dora, pointing to a long white 
building on the nearest hill, " there it is, just to your 
right." 

Amy looked eagerly, and fancied she saw something 
very grand, though only the general outline could be 
discovered; but as she came nearer, still keeping her 
eyes fixed upon it, she was quite satisfied that it must 
be what it had been described — ^the most splendid 
nobleman's seat in the county. " Oh!" she exclaimed, 
jumping up in the carriage; " it is; yes, it really is 
more beautiful than Emmerton." 

" Sit still, pray," said Dora; " you nearly trod upon 
my foot." 

• Amy reseated herself, and felt rebuked ; but the next 
moment, as she caught the full front of the house 
through an optening in the trees, she forgot every thing 
but her admiration, and again began expatiating upon 
its beauty. 

" Look, Dora! is it not lovely? it is so large, so 
much larger than Emmerton, and then those beautiful 
pillars, and the broad steps with the figures in fix)nt; 
it is just like a palace." 

" A palace!" replied Dora: " what nonsense you 
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talk, only because you have never seen aliy thing else 
like it. It is a very good gentleman's house ; but there 
are hundreds in England just as fine." 

" I beg your pardon," said Mr Harrington ; " there 
are very few places which can in any degree compare 
with it." 

** Wayland was nearly as large, papa," answered 
Dora, more gently than usual; for her father's mild- 
ness had a much greater effect upon her than her 
mother's sharpness. 

Mr Harrington smiled. " Your affection for Way- 
land," he said, '^ causes you to magnify it in a strange 
manner. I suppose it is scarcely more than half the 
size. 

Amy felt rather triumphant, and a Httle inclined to 
show it, but she checked herself; and as they had now 
reached the park gate, a fresh interest was excited in 
lier mind, and she had no inclination to continue the 
discussion. 

If the exterior of the house had appeared imposing 
at a distance, it lost none of its effect upon a nearer 
approach: and when, after driving a considerable way 
through the park, the carriage at length stopped at 
the side front. Amy's expectations were raised to the 
highest pitch, though something of fear mingled with 
her pleasure as she thought of the strangers she should 
probably see, and wondered whether she knew exactly 
how it would be proper to behave. 

Lord Rochford met them at the door, and expressed 
great pleasure at their arrival; but Amy felt a little 
disappointed that he did not say any thing in particular 
to her, as her mamma had told her that he had sent 
her a special invitation: but Lord Rochford was at 
that moment too much occupied in doing the honours 
o&his house to Mr and Mrs Harrington, and too 
anxious to point out the improvements he had made, 
and hear them pronounced perfect, to think of her. 
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Poor Amy felt lost and bewildered as they entered 
the splendid hall, with its painted ceiling, and pillars 
of Italian marble; and then passed on through long 
suites of rooms furnished in the most sumptuous 
manner, some hung with delicate silk, and glittering 
with ^Ided cornices and costly ornaments; and others 
crowded with rare pictures and richly bound books, 
while sofas, ottomans, cabinets, and tables of the most 
exquisite workmanship, gave an air of comfort to what 
would otherwise have appeared only desolate grandeur. 
It seemed to her like fairy land. Emmerton, and its 
deep windows, and handsome but sombre furniture, 
at once sank into insignificance; and she no longer 
wondered that Miss Cunningham had been little in- 
clined to admire any thing there, when she could 
compare with it the gorgeousness of her own home. 

It seemed strange, too, that her uncle and aunt could 
see it all without apparently noticing it. They walked 
quickly on, as if only wishing that there were fewer 
rooms to go through ; Dora followed, looking round 
certainly, but not giving any symptoms of admiration; 
and Amy found that her feelings were shared by no 
one excepting Margaret, who, however, was more 
engaged in spying out what she called " odd things," 
and peeping into the books which lay on the table, 
than in any thing else. 

" I think I must leave you young ones here," said 
Lord Rochford, opening a door which led into a small 
hall, with French windows fronting the pleasure- 
ground. "These are Lucy's own rooms; and she and 
madame will take great care of you, while Mrs 
Harrington pays a visit to Lady Rochford. I am 
afraid she is not well enough this morning to receive 
you all." 

Amy wondered for an instant who madame could 
be; but she was not left long in doubt^ for im- 
mediately behind Miss Cunningham, who came for- 
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ivard to receive them, appeared her French governess, 
a tall, thin, inelegant-looking person, with a good- 
natured merry face, a dress made in the newest 
Parisian fashion, and a cap which seemed formed 
rather for the purpose of receiving a certain quantity 
of ribbon and artificial flowers, than as any covering 
to the black wig which it only lialf concealed. Amy 
felt very much amused, and would perhaps have 
smiled, had she not remembered that there was some- 
thing unfeeHng, independent of its being unladylike, 
in turning a foreigner into ridicule ; but Margaret*s 
merriment was idmost audible, as madame placed 
<Bhairs for them, hoped in broken English they were 
not fatigued with their drive, and then, with a swim- 
ming French curtsey, vanished from the room. 

^^ That is your governess, is it?" said Dora, almost 
before the door was closed, in a tone which {Mainly 
spoke her opinion of her. 

" Yes," replied Miss Cunningham, " she is the 
most good-natured creature in the world ; and I am 
so fond of her ; she speaks French beautifully." 

" Not a first-rate quaUflcation for' a native," sdd 
Dora. 

" Oh I but she paints flowers, too, and sings." 

" Sings !" repeated Margaret : " but she is so old." 

^* Indeed I no, she is not. She sings and plays 
the guitar ; and she is teaching me : papa has just 
bought me a new one." And Miss Cunningham took 
up a richly inlaid instrument, with a long blue ribbon 
attached to it, and began striking some false notes 
which she called chords. 

" I don't like the guitar," said Dora, " unless it is 
played beautifuUy." 

^' Oh ! but madame is quite a superior performer ; 
and she says I have made a wonderful proficiency, 
considering the few lessons I have had. She prac- 
tises a great deal, not in this room, for I can't bear 
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the twang, but in the next, which is her own. This 
is my study, and the little one within I call my 
boudoir." Here IVIiss Cunningham looked round, 
apparently expecting some flattering observation to 
be made ; and of course all eyes were immediately 
directed to the room and its furniture.' Dora's gaze 
was the most iixed and earnest ; and when it wras 
ended, she played with her parasol, and was silent : 
but Margaret declared that everything she sawr -was 
delightful — ^the chintz furniture such an extremely 
pretty pattern, the tables so well placed, the piano so 
very handsome, and the view from the window so 
lovely — ^that Amy found there was nothing left for 
her to say ; and feeling a great dislike to merely 
echoing Margaret's words, she contented herself with 
expressing what she really thought — " that it looked 
very pretty and comfortable," and then amused herself 
with Margaret's panegyrics. Miss Cunningham pro- 
bably woidd have talked long without weariness on 
this favourite topic, but Dora's patience was soon ex- 
hausted; and she at last interrupted a question of 
Margaret's, which she foresaw would lead to one of 
Miss Cunningham's long dissertations upon herself 
and the splendour of her family mansion, by asking 
whether they were to go out before dinner. 

" We dine at four, altogether," replied Miss Cun- 
ningham, " so we had better, I suppose." And then, 
turning to Margaret she began, as Dora had feared, 
not merely an answer, but a history. There was no 
resource but to sit still and endure it ; and when at 
length it ended, to Dora's great relief. Miss Cunning- 
ham prepared to show them through tiie grounds. 

Amy soon found that the uncomfortable feelings 
she had experienced at Emmerton were beginning to 
return. She almost envied Dora her proud indiffer- 
ence ; for though Miss Cunningham took little notice 
of her, it was quite evident that she did not wish for 
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attention : but Amy could not be happy as one of the 
party, when no one spoke to her, or even appeared to 
recollect that she was present. The grounds were very 
extensive, and something lovely opened at every turn ; 
but she felt neglected, and not aU the costly flowers 
and shrubs in the garden, or the beautiful birds in the 
aviary, nor even the bright sunshine itself, could make 
her forget that she was with persons who did not think 
it worth while to interest themselves about her. 

Perhaps the very charm of the place only increased 
her uneasiness. It was so rich and brilliant, that it 
seemed more than to realize all she could possibly 
desire : but there was no hope that her father would 
ever possess any thing like it ; it was to be looked 
upon, but not to be enjoyed : and as she remembered 
the tale of Aladdin's lamp, she longed that it could be 
hers but for one moment, that she might raise a palace 
not for herself, but her mamma, wluch should be in 
every respect like Rochford Park. These dreams so 
absorbed Amy's mind that she paid but little attention 
to what passed between Margaret and Miss Cunning- 
ham, for they were the only two who conversed ; Dora 
being too grand to make any remarks beyond what 
were absolutely necessary. At length, however, she 
was struck by Miss Cunningham's exclaiming, in 
rather a more energetic tone than usual, " Pray, has 
your mamma mentioned any thing to you about the 
new plan f " 

" Plan," repeated Margaret. " No. What do 
you mean!" 

" Oh I the plan about our going to London." 

" We can have nothing to do with that," said 
Margaret. 

" Yes, you have ; it is your plan, as well as ours." 

" But what do you mean ?" continued Margaret ; 
'' I never heard a word about it before." 

" Why, you know," said Miss Cunningham, " that 
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papa and my brother generally go to town in the 
spring, and leave mamma, and me, and madame, 
here, because there is some fancy about its suiting 
mamma better ; and dreadfully dull it is. But now 
I am growing so old, they think it quite right that I 
should have some one better to teach me than x>oor 
madame ; and mamma has promised to let me go to 
London after Easter, and one of my aunts is to be 
with, me, and I am to see every thing, and have lessons 
in every thing." 

*' But that is no concern of ours," said Margaret ; 
'^ and Easter is so far off." 

** It does concern you, though," replied Miss Cun- 
ningham, '< for papa has got it into his head that I 
shall learn much better if I can get some other girls 
to have lessons with me : he says it wiU be much 
more amusing, and I shall like it better ; and so he 
has been trying to persuade your mamma to let you 
go up too, and then the same masters will do for all." 

<' Then that is what Lord Rochford meant the other 
day," said Amy, ^* when he talked about a plan, and 
begged aunt Harrington to mention it to mamma." 

^' Did he wish you to go too?" asked Miss Cun- 
ningham. 

'file words of this question were very simple ; but 
the tone of it showed plainly that the idea was not 
agreeable ; and Amy felt quite abashed, and answered 
hurriedly, that she did not know what was wished, 
for that no more had been said upon the subject. 

<' Won't it be delightful?" said Miss Cunningham 
to Margaret. '< We shall be together so much, and 
shall go to the theatre ; and, perhaps, there will be 
some parties for girls of our age : you know there are 
such things." 

" It would be all very nice if there were any chance 
of it," replied Margaret. 

" And why should there not be ? " exclaimed Miss 
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Cunningham, who had never dreamt of any obstacle 
to a wish of her father's. 

^' Because," said Margaret, <^ mamma will not allow 
it." 

"And why not? what objection can she have?" 

" She will not let us go while Emily Morton is with 
us," said Margaret, ^' because she does not think it 
necessary. Before she came, I often used to hear her 
talk of taking us to London for masters, but now she 
never mentions it ; and it was only yesterday I heard 
her say, that we had greater advantages at present 
than we possibly could have by any other means." 

" Oh ! but that is all nonsense," said Miss Cun- 
ningham. " Just let papa talk to her for ten minutes, 
and she will soon come round." 

"You don't know mamma," replied Dora, who, 
being vei^ firm and decided herself, particularly ad- 
mired decision in others. " If she does not approve 
of the plan, all the world might talk to her, and it 
would have no effect." 

"But why does Miss Morton stay with you ? " 
asked Miss Cunningham. " Are you very fond of 
her?" 

"Fond of her!" exclaimed Margaret. "No, in- 
deed ; it would rejoice my heart to see her &irly out 
of the house." 

" It would not mine," said Amy, whose spirit was 
roused at hearing a person she loved, so mentioned. 

A moment before Dora would have taken Miss 
Morton's part, but she could not bear Amy to inter- 
fere as if it were her business ; and, in an irritated 
voice, she asked, what it could possibly signify 
whether she liked Miss Mortoif or not. 

" Nothing," replied Amy, gently ; " only I am very 
fond of her." 

" Then I wish you would keep her," said Margaret. 
" I shall dislike her more than ever, now, for I shall 
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always think she is preventing us from going to Lon- 
don." 

" But why don't you persuade your mamma to get 
rid of her?*' exclaimed Miss Cunningham. ^'Madame 
would not stay an hour in the house if I did not like 
her." 

** Ah, but it is very different with us," replied Mar- 
garet. " Mamma will have her own way about it : 
she knows very" well that we dislike Emily, and she 
is always finding fault with her, herself; but when 
it came to the point, I am certain she would say no : 
and then, too, both papa and mamma hate London, 
and would be very glad of an excuse for not going." 

" But do you really think," asked Miss Cunning- 
ham, " that if it were not for Miss Morton they would 
be obliged to do it?" 

^* Yes ; at least they always said so before Emily 
came." 

" Well ! if you are quite sure of that, I can see no 
reason why we should not try and manage the matter 
between us." 

"Hush!" exclaimed Margaret, who observed that 
Amy seemed quite aghast at the cool way in which 
this was said ; " there is no use in speaking about it 
now. Is that your dinner-bell?" 

" Yes ; but there is no hurry : do promise to talk 
to your mamma ; I am sure papa will do all he can : 
we should be so happy together in London." 

" Without Emily Morton," said Margaret ; " it 
would drive me wild to feel she was always tacked 
on to me." 

" Oh 1 Margaret, how unkind you are ! " ex- 
claimed Amy. " You know Miss Morton is always 
trying to please every one ; and she never gets out of 
temper." 

" Miss Morton pets you till she makes you as dis- 
agreeable as she is herself,'' said Margaret, angrily. 
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Amy for an instant was strongly inclined to retort, 
but she did not give way to the feeling ; and prefer- 
ring to walk behind with Dora, did not speak again 
tin they reached the house. Margaret and !Mass Cun- 
ningham immediately began a low, and apparently a 
very interesting conversation, for it was continued at 
intervals even when they were dressing for dinner ; 
though whenever Dora or Amy approached them, they 
broke off abruptly, looking very mysterious, as if the 
fate of the world depended on no person's knowing 
what they were talking of. But Amy thought little 
about them, being entirely engrossed with &e dread 
of dining for the first time at what appeared to her a 
regular party. The feeling had been lurking in her 
mind during the whole day, but the novelty of all she 
bad seen had distracted her attention : now, however, 
the awful moment was drawing near ; and even her 
desire to see every thing, and her admiration of the 
house and furniture, could not prevent her from wish- 
ing that she could transport herself back to the cottage 
just tiU dinner was over. She felt also quite over- 
powered by Miss Cunningham's dress, and the profu- 
sion of brooches and chains, with which she adorned 
herself, turning them over, one by one, with an ah* 
of the utmost indifference ; and then, finding that her 
visitors did not make any observation, calling to them, 
to ask their opinion as to which suited her best. Dora 
took care to object to almost all, or to compare them 
with something more splendid belonging to other 
people : but Amy, who had never yet seen such 
beautiful things worn by a person so young, expressed 
her admiration very openly ; and then, as she caught 
sight of her plain silk frock in the large looking-glass, 
"wondered whether Lady Rochford would think it 
very strange that she was not dressed equally well. 

" May I sit by you, Dora 1 " she whispered, as they 
went down stairs. 
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" I can't tell," replied Dora ; " it will depend upon 
how we go in to dinner." 

" But what shall I do?" asked Amy. " Do you 
think any one will speak to me?" Dora laughed; 
but when she looked at her cousin, she saw that her 
eyes were almost filled with tears. '^ I am so fright- 
ened," continued Amy, " I know I shall do something 
very wrong, and then every one wiU stare at me. If 
I might only stay in the drawing-room ^" 

" Every one would stare at you a great deal more 
then," replied Dora; "besides, there is no party; 
there will be only Lord and Lady Eochford, and Mr 
Cimningham and ourselves." 

"Mr Cunningham!" said Amy. "Is he very 
old?" 

" Oh yes, quite grown up," replied Dora. " But 
you need not trouble yourself about him, for I dare- 
say he will not speak to you ; and, if he does, you 
won't understand him." 

Amy recollected having heard Dora mention Mr 
Cunningham's peculiar voice before ; and she was on 
the point of asking her to explain what was the mat- 
ter with it, but they were standing at the drawing- 
room door, and there was no time. 

Lady Rochford was seated on the sofa, talking to 
Mrs Harrington ; and Amy was instantly struck with 
the likeness between her and her daughter. There 
was the same sandy hair, the same dull eye, the same 
fair complexion, the only difference being in the greater 
softness of expression, and the lines which continual 
illness and additional years had worn in her face. 
Her dress, too, was very youthful ; and it was difRcult 
for a stranger to believe that she could possibly be the 
mother of the tall, gentlemanly young man, who stood 
by her side, apparently intent upon examining the 
ornaments on the mantelpiece! Lady Rochford's 
manner, however, had none of Miss Cunningham's 
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scomfulness ; her temper was very sweet, and it was 
her wish to make every one about her happy; and if 
she did sometimes fail, it was more from over attention, 
aad insisting upon their enjoying themselves in her 
way rather Qian in their own, than from any other 
cause. Amy felt relieved by the kindness with which 
she spoke to her, and almost happy when she had con- 
trived to hide herself behind Dora, and could look at 
what was going on without being observed ; and dinner 
being aimounced almost immediately, she kept close 
by her side, hoping that, after all, she might not find 
it as terrible as she had expected. But her hope was 
soon crushed. There was a slight confusion as they 
went into the dining-room ; no one seemed to know 
exactly where to place themselves; and Amy was 
obliged to leave Dora, and take the vacant seat between 
her aunt Harrington and Mr Cunningham. 

" George, you will take care of your little neigh- 
bour," said Lord Rochford ; " do find out what she 
would like to have." 
i The silent ]Mr Cunningham turned to Amy and 
spoke ; but whether his words were English, French, 
or German, it would have been impossible fbr her in 
her fright to have told. By persons who were well 
acquainted with him, he was very easily understood ; 
but, in consequence of a defect in the formation of 
his mouth, his articulation was so indistinct as to be 
almost unintelligible to strangers ; and Amy looked at 
him with mingled fear and surprise. Again he en- 
deavoured to render his meaning clear; but not a word 
could Amy comprehend, though, guessing what he 
would say, she filtered, " Chicken, if you please," and 
then looked at her aunt, and blushed painfully, from 
the idea that she had done exactly the very thing she 
ought not. Mr Cunningham apparently was very 
desirous of seeing her comfortable; for, during dinner, 
he made a point of offering her every thing on the 
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table wliich he thought she might like, and each time 
he opened his lips Amy's distress revived. But the 
climax of misery was when, after the dessert being 
placed on the table, he seemed inclined to enter into 
conversation with her; Happily she caught the words, 
" Live at Emmerton," in his first sentence, and con- 
trived to answer it correctly ; but as he went on, the 
conftudon of sound increased, and, perfectly bewildered 
between endeavouring to make out the meaning of the 
last question and the dread of hearing a new one, she 
continued to repeat " Yes" and " No" at regular 
intervals, resolving in her own mind that it would be 
betl^er to live at the cottage all her life, even if it were 
twice as small, and she were never to see any one, 
than be condemned to the penance of talking to Mr 
Cunningham. 

Her cousins from the opposite side of the table 
watched her with considerably amusement, though, 
after a short time, Dora's compassion was much ex- 
cited, and once or twice she attempted to help her, 
by partly repeating the question when she imderstood 
it better than Amy ; but this only served to increase 
Mr Cunningham's desire to make himself intelligible, 
and the eagerness with which he went over the ground 
• again, rendered the sounds only the more perplexing, 
so that Dora was obliged to resign Amy to her fate, and 
wait with patience till Lady Eochford should move. 

The looked-for moment did at last arrive, and Amy's 
spirits rose like those of a prisoner released jfrom 
captivity, for, nearly at the last moment having 
answered " Yes" when she ought to have said " No," 
she found a large bunch of grapes placed upon her 
plate ; and, not liking to confess she had misunder- 
stood, and still less liking to eat them, she was obliged 
to leave them, and went out, wondering whether Mr 
Cunningham would remark it, and, if he did, what 
he would think of her. 
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The evening was but short, and to Amy it was 
rather stupid. Margaret and Miss Cunningham left 
the room together soon after dinner, and only appeared 
again when they were summoned to tea. !Lady Roch- 
ford talked a good deal to Dora, and asked her to play 
and sing; but she said very little to Amy, except that, 
observing her interested in a book of prints which 
Miss Cunningham had brought before dinner for 
Margaret to see, she declared that it must be much 
more agreeable to her to look at a cabinet of minerals ; 
and, taking the book away. Amy was obliged for the 
next half hour to turn over a number of drawers filled 
with odd shaped stones, and pieces of iron and copper, 
about which she knew nothing, and cared less. 

There was some pleasure, notwithstanding, for there 
was no necessity to admire them, and she could stand 
with them in her hand, and amuse herself with the 
other things in the room, since no one took any notice 
of her; but the marked ^fference between herself and 
her cousins had never been so observable before. Even 
the servants overlooked her, and forgot to offer her any 
coffee ; and her wislies of the morning returned with 
redoubled vigour. Not that she would have been 
Miss Cunningham, for her own mother was a treasure 
beyond all price ; she would only willingly have given 
her an equal share of the world's riches and grandeur. 
Mr Cunningham did not come into the drawing-room 
till tea was nearly over ; but Lord Rochford and Mr 
Harrington soon joined them, and the former immedi- 
ately began urging upon Mrs Harrington the importance 
of acce<Ung to the plan he had mentioned at Emmerton. 

Amy saw that her aunt was annoyed by the subject 
being named so openly, for she remarked immediately 
that it was time for them to prepare for returning, and 
though Dora and Margaret lingered as long as they 
could to hear what was said, she preserved perfect 
silence until they were gone. 
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" IMamma will say no," exclaimed Margaret ; " I 
could see it by the way she bit her lip." 

" And papa will make her 8q,y yes,'* replied Miss 
Cunningham. ^' He never gives up any thing he has 
set his heart on." 

" Then there is one good thing," said Dora, " they 
will have a subject of interest to discuss for the 
remainder of their lives. You might just as easily 
move this wall as mamma." 

" I shall never rest till it is settled," continued Miss 
Cunningham; ^' £mcy the delight of being in London, 
and driving about in die parks, and seeing all the shops, 
and buying whatever one likes. I shall give all my 
old dresses to my maid ; for I am determined to have 
, quite a new set of my own choosing." 

" It would be very nice," said Margaret, with a si^ 
of hopeless regret ; '^ and to think that that pale-fiaced, 
black-haired Emily Morton should be the only thing 
to stand in the way." 

" Ah !" said Miss Cimningham, significantly, " we 
will see about that," and some more whispering went 
on between her and Margaret. 

Amy did not remark this conversation, but she said 
in a low voice to Dora, " Does Mr Cunningham go to 
town with them always 1 " 

" Yes," answered Dora, laughing, " and you must 
go to town, too, to leani his language. French, 
Italian, German, and double Dutch, — what an accom- 
plished person you will be !" 

" I don't mean to be unkind to him," said Amy ; 
" but it would take off a great deal of my pleasuFe." 

" Oh, no ! it would not ; it is only because you are 
not accustomed to him : every one in the house under- 
stands him." 

" Do they ? but then they are older. Oh, Dora ! 
you cannot think how frightened I was. I was so 
afraid he would think me rude and unfeeling," 
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" I should have been afraid of laughing," said 
Dora ; " I never heard such an extraordinary voice in 
my life." 

'* Perhaps I might have laughed if he had not been 
80 kind; and then it vexes mamma so if I ever ridicule 
a person's misfortunes ; she says that we never can tell 
when the same things may be sent to ourselves." 

Dora was thooghtM for a minute ; at length she 
said, << You are so grave about things, Amy ; it is 
not human nature not to laugh at such oddities." 

" But," replied Amy, " mamma says we have two 
natures, a good one and a bad one, and that human 
nature is the bad one." 

" Two natures!" exclaimed Dora, "what can you 
mean?" 

" I wish you would ask mamma some day," an- * 
swered Amy ; " she would tell you so much better 
than I can." 

" She would find it so much trouble," said Dora, 
sadly ; " I have not been taught like you :" and she 
turned hastily away, and scolding Margaret for being 
so slow in getting ready, declared it would not do to 
wait any longer, and ran down stairs. 

It was a happy thing for Amy that her dread of 
Mr Cunningham prevented her from indulging to its 
frdl extent the wish of accompanying her cousins to 
London, if Mr Harrington should consent to their 
going ; but the incidents of the day had been quite 
sufficient to excite her imagination to the utmost. The 
magnificence of Rochford Park had realized many of 
her gayest dreams ; and while her uncle and aunt, and 
her cousins, ^ving way to the weariness consequent 
on a long day, composed themselves to sleep, she felt 
quite at liberty to build a castle in the air, which 
should have all the splendour of the princely mansion 
they had left, without the drawback of its inhabitants. 
In a few moments she was living at a park, with her 
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father returned firom India, her mother in perfect 
health and happiness, and her cousins and Emily 
Morton on a Tisit to them. The house was filled 
with company ; there were pleasant drives and rides, 
a pony for herself and a pony-chaise for her mamma, 
himdsome dinners, and amusements of every kind for 
her father's visitors ; and the chapel was also thought 
of, but it seemed inconsistent with her other dreams, 
and she could not decide upon its being used every 
day ; perhs^ once a week would be sufficient. Then 
again the scene changed to London — ^to handsome 
shops, and beautiful dresses, and rich ornaments, just 
like Miss Cunningham's ; and the delight of going to 
a play when she liked, having constantly new books, 
and being able to make presents to all her friends, and 
in the midst of this vision of grandeur, the carriage 
stopped at the little white gate of Emmerton cottage. 
Her mother's voice recalled her to herself; but even 
its much loved gentle tone could not at that instant 
entirely content her. A feeling of dissatis&ction with 
every thing had taken possession of her mind, and 
the gaiety of her spirit was fled. 

But few words passed between Mrs Herbert and 
her brother, Mrs Harrington complaining of being 
extremely cold, and objecting to the horses being kept 
standing; and Amy was not sorry for this, as she 
longed to be quiet with her mamma after the excite- 
ment of the day. Her spirits, however, were too 
much depressed to be again roused even by the inte- 
rest of talking over all she had done and seen ; and 
after a few attempts at answering her mamma's ques- 
tions, she gave it up in despair, and burst into tears. 
Mrs Herbert guessed directly what was the matter, on 
finding that Amy could assign no reason for her dis- 
tressi Her cousins had not been unkind, her aunt 
had not been angry, she had seen every thing she 
expected, but she was quite tired, and this was the 
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only account she could give. " I suspect a night's 
rest will be the most certain means of making you 
feel happy again, my love," said Mrs Herbert : " sup- 
pose you prepare to go to bed, and I will hear all you 
can tell me to-morrow." 

" I should like very much to talk to you to-night," 
replied Amy, almost sobbing ; " I am very unhappy, 
but I cannot tell why." 

" At any rate," continued her mother, " it would 
be better to wait a little while, and when you are 
ready to read, you shall come to my room, and then 
you can say all you wish, and go to bed afterwards 
with your mind at ease." 

" But I would 'rather say it now," answered Amy, 
" if I only knew how to begin. I don't think, mamma, 
it makes me happy seeing fine places." 

" Because you wish they were your own ; is that 
the reason?" 

" I long for them very much," replied Amy ; " but 
mamma, I have told you all about it before." 

" Yes, my dear child, so you have, but knowing that 
you have told me before, will not ease your mind 
now." 

" Only that I don't like repeating it all over again," 
said Amy ; ^< it seems as if all you had said had done 
me no good." 

" It takes a very long time to make any one good," 
answered her mother, " so you must not be disheart- 
ened even if you do find the same bad feelings returning 
again and again. I daresay you have been dreaming 
of having a large house like Rochford Park, and 
quantities of money to spend just as you please ; and 
now, when you find you must be contented with a 
small house, and very little money, you are unhappy." 

" I don't want it all for myself," said Amy. 

" But even for others," replied Mrs Herbert, " you 
desire to give them something that God has thought 
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fit they should not hare ; which do 70a thiiik knows 
best what is good ? " 

'^ Oh, mamma ! indeed I am sure that Grod is wiser 
than any one ; but I cannot help wishing." 

" Do you remember, Amy, the promise you have so 
often repeated to me; I mean, the promise made for 
you at your baptism, that you would renounce ' the 
pomps and vanities of this wicked world?"* 

^* But, mamma, I do not want any pomp ; I should 
not care to be a queen, and it would make me miser- 
able to have any thing to do with what was wicked ? " 

" My dear," said Mrs Herbert, " the pomps and 
vanities of the world are different to different people. 
If Susan Reynolds, for instance, were anxious to live 
in this cotta£:e, and wear a silk dress like yours, she 
would be loB^g for pomps and vanities, b^caosl she 
would be coveting something beyond her station ; and 
so, when you are desiring to live at Emmerton or 
Bochford Park, you are equally wrong." 

" Then why does my uncle live at such a large 
place, and have so many servants and carriages, if he 
has promised to renounce them?" asked Amy. " Is 
it wicked ? " 

" No," answered Mrs Herbert, " it is not wicked 
in him, because they are things proper to the station 
in which God has placed him. A king must live in 
grandeur, so must a nobleman, — ^it is befitting their 
dignity; and private gentlemen, when they have lai^ 
fortunes, are obliged to do the same, only in a less 
degree. But such persons have a very difficult task 
assigned them, as it is almost incumbent upon them 
to maintain a certain degree of splendour in their style 
of living ; and yet, God will assuredly one day call 
them strictly to account for any wilfiil extravagance 
or self-indulgence." 

" But why was the promise made for &em, if they 
never can keep it?" said Amy. 
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" Because," replied her mother, " renouncing does 
not mean that we are to give up all the blessings 
which Grod has bestowed upon us ; but it does mean 
that we are not to pride ourselves upon them, or rest 
our happiness on them, or covet more than we possess. 
It means that we should use them entirely for the 
benefit of our fellow-creatures, that we should be 
\ perfectly willing to part with them if Grod were to 
require it, and should be as happy in a cottage with 
only bread to eat, as we should be in a palace." 

" Oh, mamma ! no one can feel so." 

^' Look, Amy," said Mrs Herbert, taking up the 
Bible which she had been reading during her .child's 
absence ; <' have you never seen &is before ? ' How 
hardly shall they that have riches enter into the king- 
dom of Grod ! ' and ' It is easier for a camel to go through 
a needle's eye, than for a rich man to enter into the 
kingdom of God.' (Luke xviii. 24, 25.) These are 
our Saviour's words ; do you think that any one who 
really believed they were true could wish for riches 1 " 

Amy hid her face on her mother's shoulder, and 
her tears again fell £Etst. Mrs Herbert went on. " It 
is quite necessary, my dear child," she said, ^' that you 
should learn what you wish for, before you indulge in 
any dreams of greatness. You are desiring what, oiu: 
Saviour says, makes it almost impossible for a person 
to enter into heaven ; and you yourself have just 
acknowledged that it must be the case. I told you the 
disposition of mind which God requires of us ; that, 
if we have riches, we should be ready in a moment to 
part with them, and be quite contented without them, 
and you immediately exclaimed that it could not be ; 
and yet God will not own us as his children unless we 
have this spirit, or at least strive very hard to obtain it." 

" Mamma," said Amy, in a low voice, " indeed, I 
will try not to wish any more." 

" I am sure you will, my love," replied her mother ; 
" and I am sure, also, that if you pray to God, he will 
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assist you; but it will require verjmonyattempts before 
you can succeed. And will you remember, also, how v^n 
and foolish it is for those who are the children of God, 
and look forward to living with him in heaven, to set 
their hearts upon anything this world can give? You 
would laugh if you saw a person who was one day to 
possess a kingdom, sighing for a little cottage, or a small 
garden ; but the most glorious kingdom ti^at could be 
given us here, even the world itself, is nothing when 
compared with what Grod has promised us hereafter." 

'* If I could but see it for one moment," said Amy, 
" I should never wish again." 

" Yes," answered her mother, ** if we were to see 
it, our difficulty would be at an end : but God has 
placed us here to try us ; to prove whether we will 
believe that we shall have what he has promised, 
though whilst we are on earth it is hidden from ns. 
If I told you that to-morrow you would have a splendid 
present made you, but that I could not show it to you 
to-day, would you not believe me I " 

" Oh, yes," replied Amy, " you always keep your 
word." 

" And if I read to you in God*s word, the descrip- 
tion of the beautiM home in which, our Saviour tells us, 
we shall one day live, will you not believe him?" But 
Amy did not answer, for her heart was full. " I will not 
talk any more to you now, my dear child," continued 
Mrs Hferbert ; " but I will read to you presently those 
two concluding chapters in the last book in the Bible, 
which you have only occasionally heard. They will do 
far more to calm your mind than anything I can say." 

Amy went to her room ; and the last sound that 
mingled with her dreams, was her mother's gentle 
voice, as she sat by the bedside, describing to her in 
the words of the Bible, the blessedness of that glorious 
city, which shall have no " need of the sun, neither of 
the moon, to shine in it ; for the glory of God shall 
lighten it, and the Lamb shall be the light thereof." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The autumn months passed quickly away, and brought 
bat little change in Amy's life, except that her visits 
to Emmerton became less frequent, as the uncertainty 
of the weather obliged her to depend more upon her 
ancle's carriage ; but she still practised her music 
under her mother's du>ection, and copied Miss Morton's 
drawings at home, and made up by diligence for the 
superior advantages which her cousins enjoyed. The 
London plan had been oflen mentioned, but, as Mar- 
garet foretold, Mrs Harrington was decidedly opposed 
to it, and became at last quite annoyed whenever 
any reference was made to it ; and the idea would 
probably have completely died away, had it not been 
for Miss Cunningham, who, notwithstanding the dis- 
tance between Emmerton and the Park, contrived to 
be a very constant visitor; and whenever she appeared, 
London was invariably the theme of conversation. 
There needed no description, however, to excite Mar- 
garet's wishes, and Dora would have been equally 
anxious, if her dislike to Miss Cunningham had not 
prevented her from entering into any scheme of enjoy- 
ment in which she was to participate. But Miss 
Cunningham's earnestness on the subject did not ex- 
haust itself in mere words. Her first object had been 
to induce her papa to urge the scheme on Mrs Har- 
rington as often as they met, and when, after many 
trials, this was found to fail, the only thing that 
remained was to get rid of the one great obstacle, 
Emily Morton. Lord Bochford was persuaded to 
criticise her drawings, to find fault with her style of 
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playing, and to declare that her voice was extremely 
indifferent, in the hope that Mrs Harrington might at 
last yield to the necessity of having better instruction 
for her daughters. But Mrs Harrington was not so 
easily deceived; she was far too good a judge of both 
muac and drawing, to be influenced by what Lord 
Rochford said, and only answered him with cool in- 
difference in public, and laughed at his ignorance in 
private. Yet Margaret and her fidend did not despair. 
There was one resource left : though Mrs Harrington 
could not be persuaded to part with Miss Morton, 
Miss Morton might be induced to leave Mrs Harring- 
ton; and when this notion entered their heads, a series 
of petty persecutions conunenced according to a plan 
that had been determined on at Rochford Park, which, 
with any other disposition, could hardly have failed of 
success. But Misd Morton was invulnerable: she felt 
that it was her duty to remain at Emmerton ; and 
without paying any attention to looks and inuendoes, 
or even open words, she pursued her round of daily 
duties wi& the same unruffled temper, the same cheer- 
ful smile, as if her life had been one of uninterrupted 
happiness. The only difference observable was during 
Miss Cunningham's visits, when she generally spent as 
much of her time with Hose in her own room as was 
possible ; and this, quite as much on the little girl's 
account as on her own ; for Miss Cunningham, having 
just cleverness sufficient to discover that Rose was 
Miss Morton's great interest and anxiety, endeavoured 
to interfere with her in every possible way, distracting 
her attention from anything in which she might be 
engaged, and teazing her so much, that even Dora's 
indignation was at length roused. Of all this, Amy 
saw but little. The days were now so short that she 
had only time to take her lesson and return home ; 
but she could not help observing it occasionally, and 
then longed to be Miss Morton's friend, and to be a 
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comfort to her ; and still more did she wish that Emilj 
could be oflen with her mamma, and be enabled to 
tell her all she was suffering. But to this there was 
an obstacle, which Miss Morton would have felt, 
though Amy was not sensible of it. To have repeated 
all that passed at Emmerton, would have been in her 
eyes betraying the secrecy in some degree necessary in 
private life, and to Mrs Harrington's sister it would 
have been quite impossible. I£ there were a complaint 
to be made, Mrs Harrington was the person to whom 
to apply for the remedy ; and if she did not choose to 
do tliis, it could not be right to seek assistance from 
any other person ; and thus, day aft«r day, Emily bore 
silently and meekly the scorn of folly and ignorance, 
with but one Friend to guide her, one hope to cheer 
her, and yet feeling that that Friend and that hope, 
were sufficient in all things for her comfort Mrs 
Herbert's interest in Miss Morton had been much ex- 
cited by Amy's account, and she was induced to think 
over many plans that might render her life happier. 
The undertaking, however, was a difficult one, for it 
was impossible to intrude on her confidence ; and there 
were few opportunities for gaining it, as Mrs Harring- 
ton always made some objection to her going to the 
cottage. Perhaps shefearedthat MissMorton's history 
of her life at Emmerton might not sound favourably in 
her sister's ears ; but, whatever might be the cause, 
the dislike became so apparent, that Mrs Herbert gave 
up all hope of being useful, until the idea of an intro- 
duction to Mrs Walton suggested itself to her mind. 
In her Miss Morton would find every thing that she 
could require ; warm affection, superior judgment, and 
the advice and sympathy which Mrs Herbert's position 
rendered it impossible to give ; and with such a friend 
at hand, there would be comparatively little to fear 
for Emily's comfort. 

Of Mrs Walton's willingness to cultivate the ac- 
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qaaintance, Mrs Herbert had no doubt. It seemed 
impossible, indeed, that any one could look at Emily 
Morton without feeling the deepest interest in her ; 
yet the charm was not that of mere personal beauty ; 
many might have criticised the colour of her hair and 
eyes, and found fault with her pale, transparent com- 
plexion, but none could be insensible to the simple 
grace of her manner, the musical sweetness of her 
voice, and, above all, the calm, soft expression of 
countenance, which was but the outward sign of that 
" meek and quiet spirit," which, the Bible says, " is 
in the sight of God of ^ great price." Without Mrs 
Herbert's recommendation Emily would have been 
a welcome visitor at the rectory ; but with it, Mrs 
Walton's feelings were so much excited in her favour, 
that even Amy was quite satisfied as to her being 
properly appreciated, though she still longed that her 
mamma could know her more intimately. 

But Miss Morton was not Amy's only object of 
compassion at the Hall. As Christmas approached, 
Dora's spirits evidently sank ; she became more silent 
and abstracted, took little interest in what was passing, 
and, if any remark was made upon her low spirits, 
either roused herself to a forced gaiety, or shut herself 
up in her own room, and remained there for a con- 
siderable time. Amy longed to ask what was the 
matter, but she did not dare ; and they now met so 
seldom, that the hope of discovering it seemed vain. 
It was therefore a cause of satisfaction to her, inde- 
pendent of her own enjoyment^ to hear that it was 
Mr Harrington's wish, that the week before and the 
week after Christmas should be spent by her mamma 
and herself at Emmerton, as she was certain the 
arrangement would give pleasure to Emily Morton, 
and thought it possible that her mamma might be 
some comfort to her cousin. Dora was the first to 
give her the intelligence ; but although she declared it 
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'would be very nice to have Amy 8ta3ring there, and 
expressed a hope that her aunt would be comfortable, 
she did not really seem to care much about it. 

" It will not be gay as it used to be at Wayland," 
she said; 'Hhere we always had the house full of 
people, but now there are only a few coming, whom 
I know nothing about : I believe we are to have some 
boys and two or three girls, but we have scarcely 
ever seen them. Two of the boys are the young 
Domfords, and, besides, there will be the Miss 
Stanleys, and Mary Warner, and the little Danvers ; 
but I shall hate it, for I don't know what we shall do 
with them." 

" Frank will amuse Mr Domford's boys," said 
Amy, who knew all their names, though she had never 
been accustomed to visit in the neighbouriiood. 

" Yes ! but Frank is not used to it." 

" Don't look so very unhappy^ dear Dora," replied 
Amy, " I cannot bear to see it ; you always seem out 
of spirits now, and I would give any thing in the 
world if I could help you." 

" Would youf " said Dora, looking at her earnestly; 
" that is more than half the people I know would 
say. 

" But it is true ; only, of course, I cannot be any 
good to you." 

" No one can be any good to me now ; I knew I 
should be wretched when Christmas came." 

" But why f " asked Amy. 

" Oh ! never mind," said Dora, rather hastily, " I 
can't talk about it ; please don't say any thing to any 
body." 

" But if you would talk to some one else, would 
not that help you?" 

" Whom should I talk to?" said Dora. 

" Do you never teU your mamma when you are 
unhappy?" continued Amy, though she felt that to 
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Iiave asked for sympathj from Mrs Harringtoii in her 
own case would have been impossible. 

"Talk to mamma!" excliumed Dora; "why, I 
could more easily be miserable all the days of my life ; 
besides," she added, " I said no one could help me ; 

no one can bring back ^," the sentence remained 

unfinished, for her voice was choked, and her eyes 
were blinded with tears. 

Amy had always hitherto felt in a certain degree 
afraid of showing any affection to Dora : her manner 
was in general so cold, that she never knew how far 
it would be returned; but the sight of her present 
distress was quite sufficient to overcome every feeling 
of the kind, and, putting her arm round her cousin's 
neck, she said very gently, " But he is so happy now." 

Dora hid her fieice in her hands, and did not answer 
for several minutes ; at last, rousing herself with a 
great effort, she said, "Amy, I am very cross to you 
sometimes." 

." Oh ! no," replied Amy, " don't think about that ; 
you know we are all cross occasionally." 

" He was never cross to any one," said Dora, in a 
voice so low, that it sounded as if she were speaking 
to herself. 

" Miss Morton told me how good and kind he was,^ 
replied Amy, " and how miserable you were when he 
was taken iU." 

"Did she!" exclaimed Dora, with interest; "I 
did not know she ever thought about me." 

" Oh Dora ! indeed, I am sure she does think about 
you a great deal, and would love you very much, if 



" If what ? why should you be afraid of speaking 
out?" 

" If you would love her," continued Amy, hesi- 
tatingly. 

" It would be no use if I did," replied Dora ; " she 
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is as cold as a stone to every one but Rose and jou, 
and as proud as a queen." 

'* But slie spoke of you so kindly the other day, 
and said that she could not bear to see you in such 
bad spirits, and that she was so sorry about poor 
Gdward ; and then she told me that in some things 
she thought you were like him." 

'' Me ! no indeed, nobody could think that : he was 
like no one else." , 

"Not Frank?" asked Amy, anxious to make her 
cousin converse upon the subject she knew was upper- 
most in her thoughts. 

"No," replied Dora; "Frank is thoughtless and 
hasty, but he never said a harsh word to any one, not 
to me even !" 

" It would have been hard to speak crossly to you, 
when you were so fond of him," said Amy. 

" Ah I you don't know," answered Dora^ while a 
host of recollections flashed across her mind, of taunt- 
ing looks, and angry words, and selfish a<;tions, which 
at the time were thought of as nothing, but which 
now stood forth in their true light. For a short 
time she was silent : and then, turning abruptly to 
Amy, she said, " Then you will come next Monday : 
aunt Herbert is to have the green room and the 
boudoir, and you are to have the dressing-room." 

Amy was vexed ; she longed to continue the con- 
versation about Edward, and she was always pleased 
and interested when Dora spoke of her own feelings, 
for it seemed as if she were then admitted to a secret 
which no one else was allowed to share. " I shall 
like it very much if mamma will consent, and if you 
will be happy," she said ; " only I wish there were 
to be no strangers." 

" Don't think about me," replied Dora, " and pray 
don't say any thing about my being out of spirits ; I 
shall do very well by-and-by." 
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" I wish Frank were here,** said Amy. 

^' Frank will do no good, only make a noise : but I 
shall be happy again a&r Christmas ; I did not think 
half so much about it a month ago, and not even when 
first I came here, because every thing y as new ; but 
he always came home about tlus time, and I used to 
look forward to it so ; at last I quite counted the days." 

Amy saw how hopeless it was to attempt to comdTort 
her cousin ; ^he could only show by looks and manner 
the pain she felt at her unhappiness; and with this 
Dora was quite satisfied. Amy's silent sympathy was 
consoling, where words would have distressed her ; 
but it was not natural to her to speak much of her 
own feelings, and again she turned the conversation 
to the intended visit. 

*'If you come on Monday," she said, **we shall 
have a few days to ourselves, for no one is to be here 
tin after Friday, which is Christmas Day." 

"And will they all come together?" asked Amy. 

"No; that is what provokes me so. If there 
were a good many, they would entertain each other ; 
but I can't imagine what we shall do with two or 
three. I think I shall try again to make mamma alter 
the plan." 

" But you will have Margaret to help you." 

" She will be worse than nothing ; for Lord Roch- 
ford and Miss Cunningham are to come on Saturday, 
and you know very well that, when they are here, 
Margaret will think of nothing else." 

"Is Miss Cunningham really coming?" asked 
Amy, looking very blank. 

Dora laughed. " You should not let your face tell 
such tales. Amy ; now I speak out at once, and say, 
I can't endure her, and you had much better do the 
same." 

" No," replied Amy, " I don't like to do it unless 
I am obliged, and I daresay a great deal of the fiiult 
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is my own ; but I care much more about Miss Morton 
than any thing else ; Miss Cunningham treats her so 
iU." 

*^ Yes, she makes even me angry sometimes, and 
you know I am not in love with your dear Emily." 

"You like her better than you will own, though,'* 
said Amy, looking gaily in her cousin's £EU^e, *^ and a 
great deal better than you did." 

^^ I don't know ; I don't dislike her sdways ; and I 
cannot bear to see that Lucy Cunningham tormenting 
her so." 

** And to-morrow you will not dislike her at all," 
contiifued Amy ; " and the next day you will take her 
part, and the day after you will quite love her." 

" No, I shall never love her. I am sure I am much 
more given to hating than loving. I am not like you, 
Amy, who seem to care for every thing, and every 
body." 

" Not every thing," said Amy, laughing: "your ugly 
tabby cat, for instance, Dora, I never could love that." 

" Oh ! that is compassion : I only pet her because 
all the rest abuse her." 

" And Miss Morton, it is just the same with her." 

Dora shook her head. " It is no use, Amy," she 
answered. " You know very well, that if I were to 
begin loving Emily Morton now, and to go on for the 
rest of my Ufe, she never could like me in return." 

" And why not ? " 

" Because — ^because — ^I cannot tell why ; but I am 
sure she could not." 

"Oh Dorarl" said Amy, "I do not think you can 
guess how good Miss Morton is, or how easily she 
would forgive." 

"Forgive!" exclaimed Dora, quickly, "what should 
she forgive!" 

Amy blushed deeply ; " I beg your pardon, Dora, 
only I thought you meant " 
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" Well ! go on ; meant what ? " 

" Don't be angry with me, dear Dora, only I 
thought, perhaps, you fancied that Miss Morton would 
not like you, because sometimes, you know, you show 
that you do not like her." 

" You had better say it in plain words,** exclaimed 
Dora, whilst the workmg of her forehead showed the 
storm that was gathering ; <' because sometimes — no 
— ^very often, you know you are very cross.** 

" No, Dora,'* replied Amy, gently; " I do not wish 
to say it in any odier words ; it would be wrong in 
me, for you know it is not my place to tell you you 
are cross ; and, besides, I am often cross myself.*' 

^^ But you meant it, I know you meant it ; just say 
now whether you did.** 

"I wish you would not ask me any thing about it ; 
I did not mean to vex you, and I was careless when 
I spoke.** 

" You were, indeed,'* said Dora ; " and, perhaps, 
the next time, you will think twice before you accuse 
persons who are older than yourself." 

Amy was about to vindicate herself^ but she had 
learnt from Miss Morton to bear an unjust accusation 
patiently, when she knew that excuses would only 
increase anger ; and again begging Dora*s pardon, and 
saying she was very sorry for having annoyed her, she 
began putting her dsawing materials together, and 
preparing to return home. Dora's first impulse was 
to leave Uie room ; but she was so well aware of having 
been harsh, that she could not quite make up her 
mind to go, and she lingered about, first taking up a 
book, and then looking out of the window, and long- 
ing for Amy to say something, though it was too great 
an effort to do so herself. Amy, however, still con- 
tinued silent ; and at length, when every thing was 
collected, went up stairs to put on her bonnet and 
cloak. Dora, lately, had been in the habit of assist- 
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ing her ; but now, instead of accompanying her, she 
seated herself by the fire, and tried to read, though 
ipv^ithout being able to fix her attention. In a few 
minutes Amy reappeared, and holding out her hand 
to her cousin, told her that her donkey was at the 
door, and she must go directly. 

" Good-bye," said Dora, in a cold constrained voice, 
which gave no symptom of the struggle within. 

Amy looked distressed. " Are you angry with me, 
still?" she asked. 

" Angry ! why should I be angry ?" 

" Becailse I spoke so thoughtlessly." 

" Oh !" said Dora, " it is not worth while to be 
angry at such a trifle. Good-bye." 

^' I cannot go in this way ; it makes me so unhappy 
not to be forgiven," said Amy. 

" Well!" replied Dora, " I forgive you ; are you 
satisfied now!" 

" No," said Amy, sadly, " because I don't think 
it is real forgiveness ; I wish I could do any thing to 
show you that I am sorry." 

" Will you kiss mef" asked Dora, whose proud 
spirit was almost entirely subdued by her cousin's 
meekness, though she could not yet bring herself to 
confess she had been in fault. Amy's answer was a 
kiss, so hearty, that Dora's impulse was to return it 
equally; and then, for almost the first time in her 
life, she said voluntarily, " Amy, you were right and 
I was wrong." 
' Amy felt this was true, though she would not say 
so at such a moment ; it would have seemed too much 
like a triumph. ^' We can settle that next time I 
come," she answered, smiling ; <' I care for nothing 
now, but keeping Stephen and my donkey waiting in 
the cold ; give me one more kiss." The kiss was 
given, and Amy ran off quite happy, whilst Dora, 
Uiough not equally light-hearted, felt as if a burden 
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had been taken from her mind ; and after waiting for 
a few moments enjoying the unusual luxuiy of humi- 
lity, she followed her cousin to see that she was carc- 
iullj protected against the cold. Mrs Bridget came 
forward to offer her services, but Dora wished to do 
eveiy thing herself; and Amy declared herself so com- 
forti^le, she thought her ride would be really enjoy- 
able, notwithstanding the north wind. There was one 
disappointment, however, awaiting her. Stephen had 
been attacked by his old enemy, the gout, and was 
kept a prisoner to his cottage, so that she had no re- 
source but her own thoughts, the man servant who 
attended, keeping at a distance, and only approaching 
to open the gates, move away the strolling boughs of 
the trees in the forest, or help to wrap the cloak more 
closely around her, when the keen blast, which seemed 
to meet them in eveiy direction, blew with more than 
ordinary violence. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

On the day which Dora had named, Mrs Herbert 
and Amy were established at the Hall. Amy, in great 
delight, looked romid upon the preparations that had 
been made for her mamma's comfort ; and could not 
doubt, as she felt that some of her first wishes were 
realized in the prospect of spending so many days at 
Smmerton together, that Mrs Herbert would enjoy it 
equally with herself. And certainly, if luxury could 
constitute a person's happiness, there would have been 
nothing to desire. ^^ Oh, mamma," she said, draw- 
ing the easy chair close to the fire, ^' there is every 
thing we want here, just the same as at the Cottage ; 
I can make you so comfortable, when you are tired ; 
and you can lie down, and look out at that beautiful 
view. There is the spire of Emmerton church just in 
front ; it seeins almost prettier now, when the snow is 
on the ground, than it was in the summer." 

*' Your aunt has been very thoughtfiil," replied Mrs 
Herbert ; " but I hope I shall feel well enough to be 
much with her; only we can spend the morning 
together, just as if we were at home." 

" Yes," said Amy ; " and you will be able to see 
Miss Morton whenever you wish it; and perhaps 
Margaret and Dora will come and sit with us some- 
times. Oh, mamma ! it vnll be so nice !" 

" Look, Amy," said Mrs Herbert, pointing to the 
well-filled book-shelves : " there will be occupation 
for us both, when we have nothing else to do." 

Amy began examining the books with interest, and 
suddenly exclaimed, " Mamma, it must be Dora who 
has made every thing so comfortable for us ; here are 
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all the books that I like best ; and I remember the last 
day I came to Emmerton, she made me tell her the 
names of a great many, and I could not imagine why." 

" And these flowers, are they the result of Dora's 
care, do you think? " saidMrs Herbert ; ^^she must have 
gathered all there were in the conservatory ; it is quite 
strapge to see them when the snow is on the groand." 

" It must be Dora," replied Amy ; " I don't think 
aunt Harrington or Margaret ever even look at flowers. 
I never saw Margaret take one in her hand, except to 
pull it to pieces ; and there is Dora's own letter case, 
and the beautiful inkstand her uncle Henry gave her." 

'^ I wish Dora would come and see the pleasure 
she has given us," said Mrs Herbert 

" I think she went away," answered Amy, " be- 
cause she £BUicied you were tired, and would rather be 
alone with me at first ; for she begged I would come 
to her in the school-room wh6n I left you." 

" I should like to rest now," replied Mrs Herbert ; 
'' so you may go and tell her how comfortable I am, 
and tiien, by-and-by, I will thank her myself." 

Amy quitted the room, and Mrs Herbert endea- 
voured to compose herself to sleep ; but her thoughts 
were too busy. Whatever might be Amy's pleasure 
at coming to Emmerton, she could not, herself, en- 
tirely sympathise with it ; and yet, with her perfect 
freedom from selfishness, she would have imposed any 
restraint upon her own feelings rather than mar the 
enjoyment of her child. Dora's thoughtfulness brought 
vividly to her remembrance the days of her childhood, 
when she and her sister Edith had delighted in attend- 
ing to the comfort of others in a similar manner ; and 
visions of those sunny days passed before her, one after 
the other, recalling forms and &ces, even voices and 
words, which had since been almost forgotten. A 
gentle knock at the door interrupted her reverie, and 
Mr Harrington begged for admittance. He came to 
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see that every thing had been provided for his sister's 
comfort, and expressed great satisfaction at Dora's 
care; and then seating himself by her side, they 
enjoyed for the next half hour the pleasure of talking 
together of their early days ; and notwithstanding the 
melancholy reflections which naturally arose from the 
conversation, the relief of his sympathy with her 
present feelings was so great, that Mrs Herbert felt 
more comforted and refreshed when he left her, than 
she could have been by any other means. 

Amy, during this time, had found her way to the 
school-room, and expressed her gratitude to Dora in 
the warmest terms ; but the subject did not appear 
quite agreeable to her, for she turned it off quickly, 
though a close observer might have discovered, from 
the expression of her countenance, that she really felt 
extreme pleasure. Margaret welcomed her cousin 
most affectionately, as she always did when no one 
else was near to attract her attention ; but, by this 
time, Amy had learnt the true value of her words and 
caresses, and withdrew herself as soon as possible, 
feeling that Dora's coldness, even if it were real, was 
infinitely preferable to Margaret's warmth. 

^^ I have been begging mamma to have all the stupid 
people together next week," said Dora, when Amy 
began inquiring what had been decided on since she 
was last there : '^ and she is almost inclined to do it ; 
if they would come on Monday, and stay till Thursday, 
it would not be so bad ; and if she would ask two or 
three more, I am sure we should get on better." 

" I will tell you who is coming on Saturday," said 
Mai^ret ; *' somebody you will be delighted to see." 

" Me !" exclaimed Amy, in astonishment. " Why, 
I don't know any one." 

" Oh ! but you do. What do you say to your 
friend, Mr Cunningham?" Poor Amy looked very 
uncomfortable. ^' Yes," continued Margaret, laughing ; 
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*' and jou will have to talk to him all day long, for 
Lucj says he has taken such a &iic j to you ; he declares 
you are the best mannered little thing he ever met 
with : and, yon know, it is so rare a thing for him to 
see any one who is weU mannered to him, that he wiU 
be sure to seize upon you ail the time he is here." 

** And how long does he stay?" asked Amy. 

'^ As long as Lord Bochford does; it will be a week 
at least." 

'^ You had better go back to the Cottage, Amy,'* 
said Dora ; " there will be no comfort for you here. 
I can just imagine how Mr Cunningham will {)et you, 
and talk to you, and how frightened you wiU look: if 
it were not for your annoyance, I should quite enjoy 
the thoughts of seeing you together." 

*^ One thing I like him for," said Amy, *' he has so 
much good nature." 

" Yes," replied Dora ; " he seems to have taken so 
much, that there is none left for his sister ; and now. 
Amy, she will be worse than ever to you, for she hates 
you cordially, because her brother said, after you were 
gone, that he thought being with you would do her a 
great deal of good." 

'* I don*t see what business Mr Cunningham has to 
think any thing of the kind," said Margaret. " I don't 
mean to be ill-natured. Amy ; but really the idea of your 
being of use to Miss Cunningham is rather too absurd." 

" I think so, too," replied Amy ; " but I daresay 
he was only in joke." 

<' Oh no ! he was not ; he was quite sincere ; and 
he told Lucy that if the London plan came to any 
thing, he hoped an arrangement would be made for 
you to be of the party." 

" And so Miss Cunningham is your enemy for life," 
saidDora; " notthatthereisany fear of theLondon plan, 
for mamma is more strongly set against it than ever." 

" It is half your fault, Dora," observed Margaret ; 
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'^ I am sure there would be less difficulty, if you were 
to say jou liked it; but you are always speaking against 
it, and lately, too, you have taken to upholding Emily 
Morton." 

" I don't see," replied Dora, " why I should say 
what is not true for any one, least of all for Miss 
Cunningham, who knows quite well how to do it for 
herself." Amy looked vexed, and Dora's conscience 
imimediately told her she was wrong. ^< I don't mean 
to say," she continued, ^< that Lucy Cunningham tells 
stories exactly, but she often twists and turns things 
to suit her own purpose, and she can exaggerate 
without the smallest ^fficulty." 

'^ Lucy Cunningham is very much obliged to you 
fbr your opinion of her," said Margaret, sha^ly ; ^^ and 
Ishall take care to tell her what a Mend she has in you." 

" As you please ; but she is not worth quarrelling 
about. I shall be quite glad when she is gone to 
London, and then we shall hear no more about her. 
I hate having nothing but Lucy Cunningham dinned 
into my ears from morning till night." 

" It is better than Emily Morton, at any rate," said 
Margaret, with a half contemptuous glance at Amy. 
" One is a lady." 

*' Oh Margaret !" exclaimed Amy, while the colour 
rushed to her ^e ; ^' you don't mean to say that Miss 
Morton is not a lady ? " 

<* I mean that she is not half so much of a lady as 
Lucy Cunningham : of course she must be something 
like one, or mamma would not let her be with us." 

« But indeed, Margaret," repHed Amy, trying to 
speak calmly, ^^ I do think you must be wrong. I am 
sure if a stranger saw them together, they would say 
directly there was no comparison between them." 

'^ But what has that to do with it ? " said Margaret. 
'' It cannot alter the case. Lucy Cunningham is the 
daughter of a nobleman." 
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" Yes, but that is not every thing.'* 

*' And Emily Morton is a governess," continued 
Margaret, in a decided tone, as if there could be no 
arguing against such a truth. 

^^ Yes," again repeated Amy : '^ and yet, if Miss 
Cunningham were a princess^ it would make no differ- 
ence in my feelings." 

<^ Then your feelings must be wrong, and all the 
world would say the same." 

'^ I am sure Miss Morton is more of a lady, because 
she is so gentle and kind," said Amy; '^ and she always 
thinks of other people before herself, and never gets 
out of temper, and never boasts of anything." 

" Well ! but those are virtues : you talk so foolishly, 
Amy. Susan Reynolds or Morris may be all that, but 
they would not be at all the more ladies." 

"No," said Dora, coming to Amy's assistance; "they 
would not be ladies,because they would still have clumsy, 
awkward ways of doing things, and of speaking." 

" Of course, that is just what I was saying," ex- 
claimed Margaret, triumphantly. 

" No : but Margaret," persisted Amy, " indeed that 
is not what you were saying; for I am sure Miss 
Cunningham is much more awkward than Miss Mor- 
ton, and yet you say that all the world would consider 
her superior." 

" So they would," replied Margaret. 

Amy was silent for a few minutes ; at length she 
said, " Mamma told me one day that we ought not to 
think as the world thinks, because the world means 
generally a great many vain, silly persons." 

" Then you would set up to be wiser and better 
than every body else, I suppose," said Margaret. 

Dora again interposed, for she thought she saw 
what her cousin meant. " Amy is right, I am sure : 
it would be only silly people who would think so much 
more of Lucy Cunningham's birth than of other things. 
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Not all the rank in the world will make persons ladies 
and gentlemen without manners." 

^' But I mean something besides manners," said 
Amy ; '< because, what I like in Miss Morton is not 
quite manner; it is her being good that helps to make 
her a ladj, I think." 

Dora laughed. "That is one of your strange notions. 
Amy. I believe you think, that what you call being 
good is to make a person everything — rich, and 
happy, and ladylike, and beautiM." 

" No, not beautlM," replied Amy : " and yet," she 
added, " I remember once going with nm-Trmng. to see a 
poor woman who was very ill ; and she was almost 
ugly, till she began to talk, and thank mamma for 
being kind to her, and then her face quite changed ; 
and mamma told me it was her being so grateful and 
contented that made her look so nice." 

^^ I do think. Amy, you will go out of your senses 
8ome day," said Margaret. " You talk so differently 
from every one else." 

^' Do I ? That is very strange ; for all the persons 
I care for teU me i!he same things." 

^^ Does Emily Morton ?" asked Dora. 

*^ Yes, whenever I am quite alone with her, and 
ask her about anything — grave things, I mean," 

" Well, Amy," sidd Dora, " I must say that you 
are the merriest grave girl I ever met with. I don't 
think any one who heard yon laugh, would fiincy you 
really so demure as you are." 

" No one ever said I was grave, except you," 
answered Amy. " I am sure I don't know what I 
am myself; but I must not stay here now, for I want 
so much to see Miss Morton, and then I must go back 
to mamma. 

" Always Emily Morton," said Margaret, as Amy 
ran out of the room. 
- ^^ Always Lucy Cunningham," retorted Dora. 
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** No more of that, praj, Dora. You know very 
well that the reason jou laugh is because you are 
jealous of her being fonder of me than of you." 

*^ Jealous ! Me jealous of her ! with her sandy 
hair and freckled — ^ but here Dora stopped. 

*' Well !" exclaimed Margaret, who alwajs felt a 
secret satis&ction at Miss Cunningham's plain face, 
though she would not acknowledge it to herself: ^^ I 
thought you professed not to care about beauty : to 
be sure, Lucy is not lovely." 

^' I do not wish to say anything more about her," 
said Dora, ^* for I generally get angry; only I would give 
something if she were not coming here on Saturday." 

Margaret had not time to reply before Dora was 
gone, for she had lately learnt to ^trust her powers 
of self-command, and to think silence preferable to 
argument. The next few days were spent by Amy 
in great enjoyment : everything went smoothly and 
pleasantly. Dora was thoughtful and kind, Margaret 
in good humour, her uncle affectionate, and her aunt 
seldom in her way ; and, above all, Emily Morton was 
admitted to her mamma's room, and from their long 
conversations, and Emily's expressions of gratitude and 
interest, it was quite evident diat she began to consider 
Mrs Herbert in the light of a real friend. Not that 
the conversations which passed between them were at 
all such as Amy imagined : there was very little said 
about Emmerton, stall less about Mrs Harrington ; 
but Mrs Herbert led Emily to talk of her &ther and 
mother, her aunt, her early home, and her childish 
days ; and gave her some valuable advice as to the 
manner in which persons in her position should conduct 
themselves, without obliging her to make complaints, 
which, considering her own near connexion with Mrs 
Harrington, would have been awkward and wrong. 

Amongst Amy's pleasures during this happy time, 
one of the greatest was a visit to the rectory with 
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Miss Morton, on the ailberqoon preceding Christmas 
Daj. Their reception was even more affectionate 
than usual ; and as thej walked home, the distance 
seemed only too short, whilst she listened to Emily's 
praises of the persons whom, next to her mamma, 
she most loved and venerated. 

" To-morrow will be Christmas Day," she said, as 
she lingered in Miss Morton's room on her return; 
** and the next day Miss Cunningham will be here; 
so I suppose we shall not be able to get a walk to the 
rectory again, yet ; but if you would teU me when you 
go out, that I may be with you, if I can, I should be 
so very glad. You know I like you so much better 
than Miss Cunningham." 

'^ I doubt if Miss Cimningham is a &,vourite with 
any one but your cousin Margaret," was the reply ; 
'' but she has so much to spoil her, that I do not 
think we ought to be hard upon her." 

" It is so odd that you should pity her, as you 
always do," said Amy. '^ Now, I should like so 
much to be her, — that is, not herself, but to be my 
own self, with her rank and fortune ; and then I 
would get such a pretty little room for you, and you 
should come and Uve with me, if you would." 

" And do nothing all day but amuse myself?" 

" No, not that. I know you never would bear to 
do nothing; but you should teach me music and 
drawing, L yoa do now, and we might have Kose 
with us too : it would be so nice." 

*' And it is so nice to teach you music and draw- 
ing, and to have Rose with me, and to live in a 
comfortable little room. You see, I have it all." 

" Ah ! yes," said Amy ; " but then there are some 
things, now — ^tiresome, dreadful things — ^which you 
never should have to bear if you lived with me. And 
I would love you so dearly, so very dearly." 

Miss Morton drew Amy more closely to her, and 
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^ve her one of those kisses which she had lately 
begun to value far more than words. 

" I should grieve very much," she said, " if I did 
not think you loved me dearly now : there are but 
few left in the world who do." 

" But you have mamma to love you besides,'* said 
Amy ; " and Mrs Walton, I am sure she must be 
fond of you ; and sometimes, perhaps, she wiU ask you 
to stay at the rectory ; and mamma and I can go there 
too, and then there will be no one to interrupt. I am so 
glad Miss Cunningham does not know Mrs Walton.** 

" Perhaps, so am I too," said Emily, smiling ; " but 
we must try and be agreeable to her on Saturday.*' 

" Ah ! Saturday,** repeated Amy, sighing ; " all my 
pleasure will be over then — ^real, quiet pleasure, I 
mean. On Monday the other people come, and Dora 
says, that as I am her cousin, I shall be expected to 
help to entertain them. But I never did entertain 
any one in my life : I don*t quite know what it means. 
I suppose it is talking and showing pictures; but one 
can't do that all day." 

" Your cousin Frank comes to-night," replied 
Emily, laughing ; ^' and he is so merry, that he will 
take half the trouble off your hands." 

Amy's face brightened. " I forgot that ; but then 
they are girls ; bo3rs cannot entertain gu'ls. I do 
think if I had but a fah^s wand, I should strike them 
all as they came into the house, and change them into 
boys, and set them to play at football and leapfrog, 
and all the trouble would be over. But I am not Dora ; 
and if they are dull, they will not complain of me." 

Susan Eeynolds here interrupted them with a mes- 
sage fix)m Mrs Herbert ; and Amy left Miss Morton 
with her mind in an uncomfortable state, having 
forgotten the pleasure of her visit to the rectory, and 
thinking only of the difficulties of the next week, and 
of all the strange faces she was to see. 
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CHAPTER XTTT. 

Xhe morning of Christmas Day was in every respect 
as bright and beautifol as Amy coidd possibly have 
desired. The clear sky was nndouded, and its bril- 
liant blue was rendered only the more lovely, from its 
contrast with the leafless branches which were pen- 
cilled against it. The lawn glittered like a sheet of 
silver, and the dark hues of the holly and the laurel 
exhibited in frdl perfection the richness of the crimson 
berries, and the delicacy of the pure hoar frost with 
which they were covered. There was an elastic feel- 
ing in the air, which would have given strength and 
refreshment even to the weary watcher by the bed of 
sickness. All nature seemed to rejoice, and Amy 
awoke to rejoice also. Too young to have anxiety for 
the future, or sorrow for the past, she felt only that 
she was in the place she most delighted in, under the 
care of the mother whose only wish was for her happi- 
ness, and surrounded by all the means of enjoyment 
that wealth could give. True, the wealth was not 
her own ; but it was, at that moment, entirely devoted 
to her comfort, and the present was too fbUl of pleasure 
to leave any space for envy and discontent. Even the 
remembrance of her Either could not check the gaiety 
of her spirit, for she had not yet learnt to feel that 
*' hope deferred maketh the heart sick.*' Every day 
brought with it the expectation of hearing from him ; 
and when the expectation was disappointed, there was 
left in its stead, not the wretchedness of doubt, but the 
blessing of hope for the morrow. 

Her first thought on that morning was given to her 
mother; the next to her cousin Frank : he had arrived 
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late the night before, so late, that she had been only 
able to remark the mixture of delight at his return 
home, and sad recollection of the one missing, who 
ought to have welcomed him, which had been shown 
by all, and by none more than Dora ; and Mrs Her- 
bert, unwilling to be any restraint upon them, had 
sent Amy to bed, and soon afi»r retired herself. 

This had been rather disappointing ; but Amy had 
satisfied herself that he seemed very lirely, and was 
more like Margaret than Dora ; and for any fiirther 
knowledge she was obliged to wait in patience till the 
breakfast hour. It was usual for her cousins to break- 
fast in the school-room with Miss Morton ; but on 
Christmas Day th^e was an exception to almost 
every general rule, and they were all to be together, 
even Miss Morton being admitted as one of the party, 
although the little attention that was shown her, no- 
thing indeed beyond the merest civility, made it an 
occasion of &r more pain than pleasure. 

Frank, when he appeared, was in the highest 
possible spirits, full of his school adventures, and the 
characters of bis play-fellows, and told several stories 
in the regular school-boy slang, which Amy could 
not at all understand ; but his presence took off much 
of the stiffness and restraint which every one else 
seemed to feel before Mrs Harrington ; and she herself 
occasionally relaxed into something like a smile as she 
listened to his merry laugh. Amy had rather dreaded 
the society of a boy : she had never been accustonied 
to it, and imagined he must be boisterous and rude ; 
but with all his spirits, Frank Harrington was still so 
gentlemanly that she soon felt at ease. 

" Will the carriage be wanted to go to church this 

morning?" said Mr Harrington. " Amy, my dear, 

do you think your mamma will venture out this cold 

weather?" 

^my was a&aid not : she had been to her mamma's 
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room, and had found her so tired and unwell, that it 
ivas most probable she would not come down stairs 
till the middle of the daj. 

An eiq)re6sion of anxiety and disappointment came 
over Mr Harrington's countenance. "That is bad 
news for Christmas Day," he said. " I would give a 
great deal. Amy, to procure your dear mamma such 
A bright colour as you have. I well remember the 
time when she would have walked to Emmerton 
church and back, twice, and laughed at the notion of 
being tired afterwards." 

" Every one in these days is grown weak and sick- 
ly," said Mrs Harrington, in her usual severe manner; 
** that is, if they are not so really, they fSancy it." 

Amy thought this might be meant for her manmia; 
imd she would certainly have said something in reply, 
but for the fear of being disrespectfiiL 

Mr Harrington, however, had no such fear ; and 
answered, that he should be very glad to believe Mrs 
Herbert's illness imaginary, for it would take a most 
painful lo^d off his mind. 

" But she is better, a great deal, than she was, 
uncle," said Amy ; ** she walked several times round 
the shrubbery at the Cottage, the day before we came 
here, and did not seem at ail tired afterwards." 

" Several times round a shrubbery. Amy," exclaimed 
Frank : " why that must be a walk for a snail. What 
do you say to a walk of six miles and back before 
breakfast I I knew a boy who did it just to buy a 
new cricket-bat ; and a fine scrape he got into when 
he was found out" 

Amy looked all proper surprise at such a wonderful 
feat ; and Frank, delighted at finding a new auditor, 
kept her for the next quarter of an hour, repeating 
his most extraordinary adventures, with such spirit^- 
that Amy at last began to think there would be more 
amusement in being a boy, and going to a public 
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school, than even in the possession of all the splendour 
which usually formed the subject of her daj dreams. 
The church bells prevented any ftirther conversation, 
and she was glad to escape from Frank's merriment 
for the enjoyment of a quiet walk with Misa Morton, 
who had more than ordinary pleasure in being with 
her on this morning, from having felt so much alone 
in the midst of a &mily party. Christmas Day had 
never been to her what it is to many, for she had 
never known the happiness of having all her relations 
about her : but she could recollect the time when it 
was spent at home, with her father and mother ; and 
she sighed now to think how little the blessing had 
then been valued. 

Amy was walking with her cousins in the rectory 
garden, which adjoined the churchyard, when Mr 
Walton came to her, after the conclusion of the service, 
to inquire for her mamma. 

" And your uncle too, my dear," he said, " I want 
very much to see him : what can have become of him? " 

" There he is," said Amy, pointing to a group of 
persons standing by the gate : '< he is talking to Mr 
Domford ; and Frank is with him," 

" He must introduce Frank to me," said Mr Walton : 
'' besides, I have something particular to say to him. 
How did you tell me your mamma was to-day f " 

" Very weak and poorly," replied Amy ; " but she 
seemed better when I left her." 

" Ah ! " said Mr Walton, half muttering to himself; 
" I doubt if it will be right ; it may only excite a 
false hope : there will be no harm in delay." 

"What?" exclaimed Amy, who just caught the 
last words, " delay, did you say? — ^what delay?" 

" Nothing, nothing," answered Mr Walton, hastily. 
" I wish your uncle would not make me delay here; he 
does not generally speak to any one when he leaves the 
church, but to-day he is having quite a conversation." 
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Amy looked earnestly at Mr Walton, with the con- 
viction that this was only said to distract her attention ; 
and an indefinable feeling of mingled dread and cu- 
riosity took possession of her mind. But there was 
nothing to satisfy her : the expression of Mr Walton's 
countenance was cheerful as usual ; and Amy, though 
very quick in perception, was not quite old enough to 
perceive a trace of thoughtfulness beneath it. She did 
notice, however, the quick, impatient glances which he 
cast towards the church-yard gate, and the restlessness 
of his manner as he paced up and down the little walk 
leading to it, venting his uneasiness by kicking away 
the leaves and broken sticks l3ring in his path. JJa. 
another person it would not have been remarkable ; 
but she was so accustomed to see Mr Walton perfectly 
composed, that in an instant it awakened her attention. 
The parting words were at last said ; Mr Domford 
walked away ; and Amy hoped that in a few minutes 
her curiosity might be set at rest. But she was dis- 
appointed. Mr Walton eagerly seized her uncle's arm, 
and drew him aside ; a short conversation ensued ; and 
then Mr Harrington called out that they had better 
not wait for him, but walk home alone, and he would 
follow. Amy really felt uneasy, and yet she could 
hardly tell why, but her mamma's constant anxiety 
had in some degree infected her ; and any thing like 
mystery immediately made her think of Colonel Her- 
bert. Miss Morton listened to her fears with interest, 
and did her utmost to calm her mind, telling her that, 
in all probability, Mr Walton's business was something 
connected with his parish, and that it was unlikely, 
almost impossible, he could have heard any thing from 
India ; but she advised her not to mention her notions 
to her mamma till after her uncle's return, as it would 
only make her needlessly uncomfortable ; and if there 
were anything to be told, she would *not be kept long 
in suspense. Amy hearkened, and tried to believe ; 
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and had been so used to depend upon the opinions of 
others, as to be ahnost persuaded she had been fanciful 
without reason, while she readily promised to say 
nothing of her anxiety : but she could not recover her 
usual happy spirits ; and when they reached Emmer- 
ton, instead of going immediately to Mrs Herbert's 
room, she petitioned Miss Morton to walk once more 
with her to the lodge gate, that they might see when 
her unde arrived. He waited, however, so long, that 
Amy herself grew weary of watching, and was the 
first to propose returning to the house. 

" You will be tired," she said to Miss Morton, 
^^ and then we shall not be able to go and see Mrs 
Walton this afternoon. You know, you promised 
you would, if you could manage it, because you did 
not like to wait behind after church ; and I should be 
so sorry to miss it, for we always used to dine with 
her on Christmas Day ; and she will be so vexed if 
she does not see either mamma or me." ' 

Miss Morton acknowledged herself cold, though not 
tired ; and, at any rate, it was useless to stand longer 
at the gate, for, after all, there might be nothing to 
hear : and Amy repeated for the twentieth lime, that 
she did not really think there was any thing, though, 
at the same instant, she ran a few steps down the 
road, just to look once more round the comer. 

Mrs Herbert wUs dressed, and more comfortable, 
and had many questions to ask, as to whether Amy 
had had a pleasant walk, whether she had spoken to 
Mr Walton, and whether Mrs Walton found her 
rheumatism worse than usual; and Amy, seated by the 
window, endeavoured to answer them all, with her mind 
wandering to other things, when the sudden appear- 
ance of lyfi" Walton and her uncle, on the terrace below, 
made her stop short and exclaim, *^ There they are, 
both of them. I think there must be something." 

The next moment brought her to recollection ; but 
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^ere was no retracting what had been said, — she was 
obliged to explain ; and the change in her mother's coun- 
tenance, and the subdued tremulousness of her voice, 
soon gave her reason to repent her incautiousness. 

" "Kiis will not do," said Mrs Herbert, endeavour- 
ing to command herself. " Amy, my love, tell your 
uncle I should wish to speak to him immediately." 

The message was, however, unnecessary. Mr Har- 
rington had seen Amy at ^e window, and now, 
pausing in his walk, begged to know if he might be 
allowed to come up. " And Mr Walton is with me," 
he added. '' May he come too ?" 

" Yes, directly," was Amy's reply. Her mamma 
was just wishing to see them both; and in a few 
minutes their steps were heard along the gallery. 

Mrs Herbert turned very pale ; and Amy stood by 
her, kissing her forehead, and tr3ring to soothe the 
agitation she had so inconsiderately excited. 

'^ It is quite unnatural," said Mr Walton, as he 
entered, " to pay you a visit on Christmas Day ; — a 
sad falling off from former times. I have been half 
quarrelling with Mr Harrington for not allowing you 
to adhere to the ancient &!^on, and dine with us : 
but he declares I am very unreasonable." 

Mrs Herbert attempted to smile, but the effort was 
too great. 

" You are feeling ill to-day, my dear Ellen," said 
Mr Harrington, kindly, taking her hand. 

" No, not ill," replied Mrs Herbert, &intly ; " that 
is, not worse than usual, but anxious — ^very anxious. 
Oh! Charles," she added, looking eagerly in her 
brother's face, as if wishing to read there all she longed 
to know, " have you any thing to tell me ? In pity, 
do not keep me in suspense." 

The tone in which this was spoken prevented any 
thing like further delay. 

" It is nothing bad," replied Mr Harrington ; " and 
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jet it is not so deadedlj good «? to aDow one to boild 
upon it. Mr Waken has had a letter ^^osa a &ien<i in 
In<lia, in which he sars. that the acdixmts of the ^vraur 
have been greatl j exaggerated ; for^ in tact, th^ne has 
been nothing more than an insurrection in cue c^ the 
firoyinces;, which is now quelled; and there ^wms & 
report that Colonel Herbert had joined his regunent, 
wliich had been sent some way np the coantrr." 

Mrs Herbert did not speak in answer : she drew one 
long breath, as if her mind had been reHeTed firom a 
dreadfbl weight ; a calm sweet smfle of deep happiness 
passed across her jet beantiful features; and then, 
covering her fieuce with her hands, she silentlj blessed 
God for his great mercj. " Maj I see the letter?" 
was the first question she asked when the effect of the 
intelligence had a little subsided. 

Mr Walton produced it instantlj, saying that he 
had brought it for the express purpose of showing it 
to her. ^' Not," he continued, '^ that there is any 
thing in it beyond what Mr Harrington has just told 
you. The circumstance is mentioned in the light care- 
less way in which we all speak of things of no import- 
ance to ourselves, but which may, perhaps, affect even 
the lives of our fellow-creatures. My ffiend Campbell 
had no notion how deeply it would interest me." 

Mrs Herbert seized the letter, and read the sentences 
again and again ; but, as Mr Walton had stated, there 
was nothing further to be gained from them, though 
every word was examined and weighed : as yet, it was 
only report ; and with this Mrs Herbert was obliged 
to be contented. '^ I see," she said, looking at her 
brother, who was evidentiy wishing, yet afraid to 
speak, ^' you are anxious lest I should build too much 
upon this ; but I hope I shall not. "Whatever trial 
may be in store, it would be almost cruel to deprive 
me of a few weeks of hope." 

" I am only afraid of the consequences of a dis- 
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appointment," replied Mr Harrington: " but I cannot 
give sermons to any one, especially to you, so I shall 
leave you with Mr Walton ; his advice will be much 
more efficacious than mine." 

'^ Here is a better sermon than any words!" said 
Mr Walton, as he patted Amy's head, when her uncle 
was gone. " For your child's sake, you will not, I am 
sure, allow either hope or fear to have too powerM 
an effect upon you. I do not think either of you are 
well fitted to bear any great excitement." 

Amy's countenance certainly showed that Mr Wal- 
ton's words were true: every tinge of colour had £Eided 
from her cheek, and her bright dark eyes were dimmed 
with tears, which she was using her utmost efforts to 
repress. She had been silent, for she felt too much 
for words: her hope was far more certain than her 
mother's, since it had not been so often chilled by 
disappointment; and the dreams of happiness which 
filled her mind were for the present wi&out a cloud. 

" Yes," said Mrs Herbert, in reply to Mr Walton's 
observation, ^' Amy is indeed a motive for every 
exertion : it would be a hard thing to cause her anxiety 
for both her parents." 

Amy tried to speak; and hardly understanding her 
own feelings, was almost ashamed to find that her 
tears were more ready than her smiles at this moment 
of happiness. '' Dear, dear mamma," she exclaimed, 
^^ we shall never be anxious now. And you think he 
wiU be herefioon?" 

" We hcpe every thing that is delightful," said Mr 
Walton, '^ but we do not think certainly about any 
thing; so, my dear child, you must be contented as yet 
to go on just as you have done for the last twelve 
months: and you must let me talk a little to your 
mamma alone; I am sure she will nevei be able to 
reason calmly while that little earnest &ce of yours is 
before her." 
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Amy felt slightly inclined to rebel, as it seemed 
almost wrong that she should be sent away from her 
mother at such a time: but she had never been accus- 
tomed to dispute Mr Walton's wishes; and left the 
room to make Miss Morton and Dora acquainted with 
Uie intelligence her mother had received. 

Miss Morton's room was the first place she sought; 
and the next quarter of an hour was spent in telling 
her of all that was to be done when Colonel Herbert 
returned, — ^how they were to talk, and ride, and walk, 
and the alterations that were to be made at thQ Cottage, 
and the places he was to take her to see: and Emily, 
though feeling that the foundation of all this happiness 
was insecure, could not make up her mind to check 
such simple innocent hopes. The same things were 
again repeated to Dora in the school-room; and 
Margaret would have had her share also, but the 
indifferent tone in which she s^id, " Dear me! how 
strange!" when informed of the tidings from India, 
quite chilled Amy's floyr of spirits; and she hastened 
away to find a more sympathising listener. Dora's 
interest in her cousin, and all that concerned her, had 
lately so much increased, that it was no effort to her 
to listen as long as Amy felt inclined to talk; and she 
was sorry when Miss Morton appeared, to remind her 
of the intended walk to the rectory, and to ask whether 
she still wished to go. 

" Oh! yes," said Amy, " if mamma does not care 
about my leaving her. I do so long to see Mrs Walton 
now more than ever ; but I will just go to mamma's 
room and ask her." 

Mrs Herbert's conversation with Mr Walton had 
been long and engrossing; and this, added to the 
previous excitement, had so fatigued her, that she was 
looking much worse than in the morning ; and Amy 
resolved at first not to mention the walk, and took up 
a book as if not wishing to go out. But Mrs Herbert 
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never forgot the pleasures of others, and would not for 
an instant allow her to think of remaining at home, 
declaring that rest and solitude would be better than 
any society, and that it would be a much greater 
pleasure to hear an account of the visit on their return 
than to keep her by her side during the whole after- 
noon. Amy was only half satisfied ; but it was in 
vain to say that it was only the thought of the morn- 
ing, and she was very much pleased with her book, 
and should be quite happy in reading it : Mrs Herbert 
insisted, and she went. 

Mrs Walton's disposition was more sanguine than 
her husband's: she had seen less of the world, and had 
heard and known less of its disappointments ; and her 
fondness for Mrs Herbert made her seize upon every 
prospect of comfort for her, so eagerly, that there was 
no fear of Amy's hopes being again damped by any 
warning ; and, perhaps, that hour's visit was as full of 
delight to her as it was to the happy child, who, 
seated at her feet, looked up with a face so innocent 
and gay, that it seemed impossible to dread lest any 
evil should be near to mar her enjoyment. There was 
also a charm to Mrs Walton in watching Miss Morton's 
interest in her little companion: she had a quick 
perception of character, and was peculiarly sensible of 
anjrthing like selfishness of feeling; and she had often 
observed that, when persons have suffered much them- 
selves, they seem unable to enter into the pleasures of 
others. But affliction had produced a very different 
effect upon Emily Morton; and now, though she had 
lost both her parents, had been obliged to leave her 
home, and had no prospect for the future but one of 
painful dependence, she still smiled as cheerftdly, and 
spoke as hopeftilly to Amy, as if no thought of the 
difference in their situations had ever crossed her mind. 

" You must take care of your dear mamma," were 
Mrs Walton's parting words. " Colonel Herbert will 
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look very blank if he returns to see the pale cheek 
she has now: for his sake tell her she must endeavour 
to get strong." 

Amy promised to be very watch^, and had no 
doubt that every thing would be right : but Mrs Walton 
was not so well satisfied; and drew Miss Morton aside, 
to ask more particularly how Mrs Herbert had borne 
the intelligence. Miss Morton could give her little 
information, but undertook to send a note to the rec- 
tory in the evening to ease her mind; though at the 
time the request was made Mrs Walton acknowledged 
that it was apparently absurd to be so anxious. 

" You would not wonder at it, however," she said, 
" if you knew all that Mrs Herbert has been to me for 
many years; even during the lifetime of my own child 
she was almost equally dear to me, and since that great 
loss, I have felt as if she were left \o be my especial 
treasure. I need not say to you that she is deserving 
of all, and more than all, the affection I can give." 

'' And her child is exactly similar to her," replied 
Miss Morton. 

" Yes," said Mrs Walton; " how could the child 
of such parents be different? There is but one thing 
in which she does not resemble her mother: her dis- 
position is natiurally more lively and hopeful. It would 
require, probably, very much affliction to destroy the 
buoyancy of her spirits ; and I would willingly pray 
that many years may pass before she is so tried, unless 
it should be required for her good, for it would be a 
bitter thing to lose the sound of her merry laugh, and 
the brightness of her smile." 

" It would make Enunerton very different to me," 
said Miss Morton. " As I have often told you, I 
could hardly have supposed before, how much interest 
and pleasure maybe added to life by one so young;— 
a mere child, as she really is, and yet with thoughtful- 
iiess and consideration which make me fancy her much 
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older. My most earnest wish is, that Rose may one 
day be like her." 

Amy's approach interrupted the conversation ; and 
Mrs Walton parted from Emily Morton with a warmer 
feeling of affection, from the entire correspondence of 
their feelings towards her. 

The happiness of Amy's mind was a peculiar bless- 
ing at Emmerton on that day. It was Christmas Day; 
and every one knew that it was a time for especial 
enjoyment, though, perhaps, few of the party could 
have satis&ctorily explained the reason why, and fewer 
still could have entered into the joy which none but a 
Christian can feel on the celebration of the Birth of 
their Redeemer. It was a duty to be cheerfrd, and 
yet almost every one had a secret grief which pre- 
vented them from being so. Mr and Mrs Harrington 
could not forget all that had passed within the last 
twelvemonth ; and Dora and Frank sighed many 
times as they missed their favourite companion ; — 
even Margaret, though she had suffered much less 
than the others when Edward died, could not be in- 
sensible to the change in the family, and wandered 
about the house complaining that it was not at all 
what Christmas Day used to be : but Amy had no 
such recollections to sadden her ; and soon enlivened 
her cousins by the influence of her own gaiety, not- 
withstanding the shade which was occasionally cast 
over it, when Dora reminded her that by' that time 
on the following day she would probably be occupied 
in trying to understand Mr Cunningham's unintel- 
ligible Imiguage. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Saturday came, and with it the expected guests ; and 
at a very awkward hour, just about twelve o'clock, 
when there was a long i^moon before them, with 
nothing to be done. Amy had made up her mind that 
they could not possibly arrive before four or hve. It 
was some distance from Rochford Park to Emmerton ; 
and she was sure there must be a great deal to do 
before they set off, and, in consequence, she had cal- 
culated upon seeing very little of either Mr or Miss 
Cunningham on that day : her dismay, therefore, was 
extreme, as she watched from the s^allerv-window, and 
saw the ^Triage slowly driving do^ the avenue. She 
was not, however, required to entertain them, for it 
was her duty to attend upon her mamma ; and in the 
afternoon there was an engagement to walk with Miss 
Morton and Rose to Stephen's cottage, to inquire how 
he was getting on after his attack of gout, and carry 
h ima new flannel-waistcoat, which Rose had taken 
great delight in helping to make. There was, there- 
fore, no fear, she thought, of seeing much of Miss 
Cunningham, except at dinner-time ; and as for her 
brother, he would probably not come in the way at all. 
And having thus relieved her mind, Amy returned to 
her mamma's room, delighting more than ever in its 
quietness and privacy. 

Mrs Herbert was still very unwell ; she had passed 
a sleepless, anxious night, at one moment anticipating 
Colonel Herbert's return with the utmost confidence, 
and the next picturing to herself all the bitterness of 
disappointment ; but she made many efforts gainst 
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this distrust, and tried to feel, what she knew to be 
true, that whatever might happen, it would be for her 
good, and that she should be supported under it. 

Miss Cunningham appeared in the school-room in 
all the splendour of her new winter dress, made after 
the last Parisian fashion, and, for the first time, re- 
gretted that Amy was not present to be overpowered 
by such magnificence. Dora was the only person 
there ; and it was useless attempting to make an im- 
pression upon her ; she had no eyes for any thing 
belonging to Miss Cunningham ; and her arrival at 
such an early hour was so unexpected and disagree- 
able, that it required some effort to be civil to her. 
" We did not expect you till dinner-time," she said, 
after the first greeting was over, in a tone which 
plainly meant, " and we did not want you." 

" Oh ! " replied Miss Cunningham, " papa had 
some business in the neighbourhood, and so he insisted 
upon our setting off at eleven ; and a great bore it was. 
I am sure Warren must have spoilt half my dresses 
by packing them in such a hurry. My new- worked 
muslin, I suspect, wiU be quite unwearable, and the 
French grey silk not much better ; and as for the white 
silk, and the pink crape, and my morning dresses, I 
am quite unhappy about them. The only two which 
I feel at all sure of are the figured lilac satinet, and the 
pale green poplin ; those I saw her put in myself." 

The tone of pretended indifference in which this 
was spoken irritated Dora almost beyond endurance ; 
perhaps the more so, because she was sensible of 
having been at times guilty of the same foUy. " I 
have no doubt the dresses will do very well," she 
answered. " A lady's maid always understands how 
to pack ; and if they should be injured, it will not 
signify, as far as the appearance goes, for there is no 
one coming here who will take the smallest notice of 
what you have on." 
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Miss Cunningham looked and felt extremely mor- 
tified, and evidently showed it by the tone in which 
she said, ^' I thought you were going to have a large 
*)arty, and a dance, and all sorts of Uiings." 

"What a strange idea!" exclaimed Dora. "What 
should we have a dance for?" 

" I thought every body had dances when they asked 
their fiiends at Clmstmas," said Miss Cunningham ; 
" that is to say, we have been accustomed to it when 
we have visited people of our own rank in the county ; 
but I suppose it is not the custom amongst conmion 
people." 

" Perhaps not," replied Dora. " Of course, we can 
teU nothing about them : but whether it is the custom 
or not, it would make no difference to us. Papa and 
mamma generally do as they choose, without caring 
about the rest of the world." 

" And will there be nobody, then?" asked Miss 
Cunningham, with a sudden pang, as she thought of 
the green poplin, and the white silk, and the pink 
crape, wasting their spksdour upon Mr and Mrs 
Harrington. 

" Just a few people," was the reply ; " the young 
Domfords, and their papa, and one or two others.'* 

" What, boys ! school-boys !" exclaimed Miss Cun- 
ningham, ID horror : and before Dora could answer, 
Mai^garet came into the room, in particularly good 
spirits, and with a manner which formed a singular 
contrast to her sister's. The embraces were so fervent, 
the expressions of affection so warm, that a common 
observer might have supposed with reason that this 
was the first meeting, after an absence of several years, 
between very dear Mends ; while Dora looked on with 
a curling lip, and a contracted brow, and a secret 
rejoicing that she was not in Margaret's pl£M^. 

" When you have done kissing, Margaret," she said, 
at length, " perhaps you will just listen to me. Amy 
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wishes to dine to-daj at half-past one ; and mamma 
has no objection, and so it is to be.'* 

" Really, Dora," replied Margaret, "it is very 
rude to attend to Amjr's wishes instead of Lucy's. I 
always thought relations were to be thought of last." 

" Amy wishes to dine at half-past one ; and mamma 
has no objection, and so it is to be," repeated Dora, 
with a manner which she intended to be dignified, 
though it was only very cross. 

"Don't mind her," half whispered Margaret to 
Miss Cunningham ; " it is only her foolish way ; we 
need not dine earlier than we choose for Amy : it really 
is too absurd to think of giving up to her ; and I shall 
speak to mamma about it." 

Dora pretended not to hear this speech, and left the 
room satisfied with having exhibited her authority and 
carelessness of Miss Cunningham's feelings, aod dis- 
satisfied, in her secret heart, by the consciousness of 
having been extremely unamiable. She met Amy on 
the stairs ; and the sight of her gay innocent fiice, 
which seemed quite a reproach, had seldom been so 
unwelcome : but it was impossible to vent any anger 
upon her ; and hastily passing, Dora shut herself up 
in her own room ; while Amy, who had lately been 
quite unused to such a manner from her cousin, could 
only wonder in silence what had happened to discom- 
pose her. 

Miss Cunningham, in the meantime, relieved from 
Dora's presence, felt no scruple in giving way to her 
expressions of dislike to Amy ; and, with great ear- 
nestness, endeavoured to inspire Margaret with similar 
feelings. It was so strange, so unusual — such a very 
great liberty, for a cousin to think of choosing what 
time every one else should dine ; really, she could not 
have imagined that Mrs Harrington would aU»w it : 
but she had always observed that Amy Herbert was 
very much at her ease ; in a little time she would have 
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eveiy thing her own way. ^^ Of courae^ I don't mean 
to Bpeak against her," she continued ; ^* only I know 
a fiunilj just like jours, Margaret^ where there was a 
oousin brought up, and at last her uncle and aunt really 
became fonder of her than they were of their own 
children." 

^^ There is no fear of that with mamma," replied 
Margaret ; " I am sure she does not care a straw for 
Amy. Papa is different. I do think, sometimes, he 
takes a good deal of notice of her : but then, yoa 
know, she is not brought up with us ; she is only here 
on a visit." 

^' That does not make any difference ; I am quite 
sure, if you do not take care, she wiU stand in your 
way in every thing. Papa said, the other day, that he 
thought Mrs Harrington would have consented to our 
going to London, only she remembered your cousin ; 
and then she declared, as she should feel obliged to 
take her, the plan would not do." 

Margaret's vexation was very great, yet she could 
not entirely enter into her companion's antipathy: she 
had felt too much the charm of Amy's sweet temper 
and obliging disposition to be able cordially to abuse 
her. But Miss Cunningham loved the sound of her 
own voice too weU to require an answer ; and the 
expression of her own likings and dislikings was all 
that was important to her. " George provokes me so," 
she said ; " he does nothing, now, but lecture me from 
morning till night, and wish I was like her : really, I 
think he might find some one my own equal in rank 
for me to imitate, if he is so dissatisfied. I told him^ 
as we were coming here, that if he said anything about 
her being with us in London, I would not go till next 
year : and I may have quite my own way about it ; 
80 I iKive put a stop to that." 

Margaret was annoyed, though she did not like to 
appear so. Miss Cunningham's superior age and rank 
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kept heV always considerably in awe ; but she was 
painfully struck by the want of ladylike feeling, which 
had induced her friend to speak in such terms of so 
near a relation. 

Miss Cunningham, however, could never discover 
when she had said or done any thing amiss. From 
ber childhood her perception on such subjects had 
been singularly obtuse ; and nothing in her education 
bad served to quicken her knowledge of character : 
she went on, therefore, in the same tone, with the fiill 
impression that all her observations must be agreeable. 
^^ Dora tells me that there is no one invited here but 
a parcel of school-boys and girls ; and really, I must 
say, it was hardly wort^ whUe to come six miles this 
cold weather merely for them : of course, I thought 
there was to be a dance." 

Margaret endeavoured to explain her sister's state- 
ment. There were to be some boys, certainly, as 
companions for Frank ; but there were to be other 
people besides : and indeed her mamma had sent out 
some more notes only this morning, because Dora said 
that she would rather have a great many to entertain 
than a few. 

" Then there will be a dance," said Miss Cunning- 
bam. " How are you to amuse yourselves else f " 

" It would be very nice," replied Margaret ; " but 
I don't quite think papa and mamma have any notion 
of it. You know Christmas is not now what it was 
last year, when Edward was alive." 

" Oh ! yes, to be sure ; I know all that : of course, 
you were all very miserable, and cried a great deal at 
the time. I remember I was dreadfully wretched when 
my little brother William died. Indeed, mamma said 
she never knew any one with such strong feelings in 
her life. But, then, it is all past now ; and it is right 
to be cheerful, and try and forget it." 

^^I wish you would ask mamma," said Margaret. 
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'' She would listen to you, at any rate ; and she could 
not he angry at any proposal from you. It certainly 
would he a good way of amusing them.'* 

'^I don't mind, in the least, asking," answered Miss 
Cunningham. '' I never did mind it, firom a child. 
Mamma says It surprises her to see how little of the 
stupid shyness I have, which makes other girls so 
disagreeahle. Let me see, — ^I shall wear my white 
silk, I think: there is a hlonde fall to go with it, 
which makes it look heautiM. That or the pink crape. 
Pink suits my complexion hest; hut then it is not 
quite so dressy. There is a picture of some great lady 
in the saloon at Rochford, which papa says is just like 
me in my pink crape. Mary Queen of Scots, I think 
it is, or Queen Elizaheth, — I don't know which ; only 
it is a queen of some kind. What shall you wear ? " 

" Oh ! " said Margaret, sadly, " you know we are 
not yet out of mourning, so we can have nothing hut 
white ; only I wish mamma would give us new 
dresses." 

" Of course she will. You can't possihly have a 
dance without a new dress: nohody ever heard of 
such a thing. My white silk is quite new ; and the 
pink crape I only put on one evening for papa to see. 
We shall dance, I suppose in the hall. And how 
many persons do you think there will be I " 

ISIargaret had some difficulty in following the swift- 
ness of her companion's imagination. It was very 
deHghtftil to picture the hall, brilliantly lighted up and 
filled with company, and herself exciting every one's 
admiration by the side of her plain friend. But then 
came another idea, not quite so agreeable, — ^Mrs Har- 
rington's stem features and look of surprise, when the 
plan should be first proposed. Maigaret trembled as 
she thought of it ; and, but for Miss Cunningham's 
imshrinking courage, the wish for the ball would soon 
have passed away. When a fancy, however, takes 
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possession of a weak, selfish mind, there is but little 
room left for any other consideration. Miss Cun- 
ningham's mind was of this description : it was sel- 
dom capable of retaining more than one idea at a time, 
and whatever that might be, it was all engrossing. A 
little while ago, the journey to London had occupied 
every thought : now, her only wish was, that a dance 
should be given at Emmerton ; and she was so firmly 
resolved that it must take place, that every obstacle, 
every notion of propriety, sank into nothing. 

Margaret listened, and wondered, and wished, and 
at last ended in agreeing that a dance was quite neces- 
sary for their happiness, and for the happiness of each 
of the other members of the family, Mrs Harrington 
included ; and that the only way to manage it was 
for Miss Cunningham to talk to her mamma about it 
that very day. 

The first thing that startled Margaret from her new 
dream of enjoyment was Dora's look of astonishment 
when informed at dinner of their intentions. ^' Do 
you really mean," she said, turning to Miss Cunning- 
ham, ^' that you are going to tell mamma we ought to 
have a dance this Christmas?" 

" Yes," was the reply. " I half thought of talking 
to papa about it first ; but he might make some ob- 
jection ; and George might say no : so it is best to go 
at once to Mrs Harrington." 

^' And do you recommend Miss Cunningham to do 
it?" asked Dora, looking at her sister. 

" Yes, why should I not?" said Margaret, half 
frightened. " Do you think mamma will be angry?" 

'* Try, that is aU," replied Dora. 

" Perhaps," said Miss Morton, " Miss Cunning- 
ham is not quite aware of the painfol circumstances 
which might make Mrs Harrington unwilling, at this 
time, to give so large a party." 

lliCss Cunningham locked, in answer, astonished at 
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hearing such an observation from Emily Morton in 
her presence. She did not, however, think the 
remark worthy of reply in words, and continued her 
account of what she thought ought to be done, and 
then again repeated her intentions with regard to her 
dress, ending by saying to Amy, " I suppose you 
have a white muslin ; that will be well enough, as 
you are such a child." 

Dora's amazement at Miss Cunningham's boldness 
was so great that she made no attempt to prevent her 
following her own inclinations; besides, she rather 
enjoyed the thought of her being put down by Mrs 
Hanington, and therefore ate her dinner in dignified 
silence; whilst Amy, whose astonishment was not less 
than her cousin's, felt she had no right to interfere, 
though she did hope something would be said to 
induce Miss Cunningham to refrain fr^m taking so 
great a liberty. 

But, perhaps, Margaret was the person who felt 
most imcomfortable. At first the notion of a dance 
had been so agreeable that every objection was over- 
looked; but Dora's manner had recalled her to her- 
self, and she began heartily to wish that the thing had 
never been mentioned ; for if her mamma were spoken 
to, her name was sure to be brought forward : and 
when dinner was over, she endeavoured most anxiously 
to inspire her friend with a little awe, by hinting at 
her own fears, and Mrs Harrington's particularities. 
But she hinted in vain. Nothing but the plainest 
meaning in the plainest language could ever be under- 
stood by Miss Cunningham : and Margaret was at last 
obliged to beg that she would speak to her papa, and 
get the plan suggested by him. 

Dora was in the room whilst this was passing, and 
still secretly desii*ed that the original intention might 
be persisted in : and at first there appeared every pro- 
bability of it ; for Miss Cunningham stared, pouted, 
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and seemed quite puzzled at the idea that any thing 
she could say could be taken amiss : however, if 
Margaret were really silly enough to be afraid about 
such a trifle, she would do as she wished, but merely 
to please her : she only rejoiced that she was not kept 
in such leading-strings herself. 

" It would be a good thing if you were," muttered 
Dora, as she sat by the window, looking with a care- 
less eye upon the quiet wintry beauty of the garden. 

It would have appeared lovely and peaceful, had 
the tone of her mind been the same ; but the contrast 
was too great to please her. The bright sky brought 
no cheerfrdness to a heart discontented with itself ; it 
only caused a sigh for the vanished pleasures of the 
Bununer ; and the white frost, which still hung on the 
evergreens, called forth nothing but an exclamation 
against the miserable cold weather, and the desolation, 
wretchedness, and dulness of every thing and every 
body in the month of December. Amy was gone for 
her walk with Miss Morton; Frank had set out for a 
ramble with his papa: they were stupid and disagree- 
able, and to be pardoned for leaving her behind, after 
she hadrefrised the entreaties of both to go with them, 
only when they were compared with Margaret and 
Miss Cunningham, who was at that moment more 
unendurable than ever. She really could not remain 
any longer listening to her never-ending chattering ; 
and in the most desperate fit of ill-humour, with which 
she had been afflicted for weeks, Dora put on her 
bonnet and cloak, and sallied forth for a solitary walk. 
In which direction to go she was undecided: the 
shrubbery was dull, the hill was cold, the park not fit 
for a winter's walk, and the terrace far too near the 
house to be agreeable ; and, as a last resource, she 
determined on finding her way to Stephen's cottage, 
in the hope of meeting Amy, though she had never 
before taken the trouble to visit it. 
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The path led along the side of the hill, which was 
covered by the Emmerton plantations, and then 
emerged into some open fields, through one of which 
flowed the deep rapid stream which, at Cmmerton, 
almost expanded into a lake. A wooden bridge across 
the water, and a narrow lane, then led to Stephen's 
cottage, which stood alone in its small neat garden, 
showing, even in winter, symptoms of the care and 
taste bestowed upon it. The beauty of the walk was, 
however, wholly lost upon Dora ; she only felt that it 
was very cold, and would have returned home could 
any thing have been found within doors at all more 
alluring than the severity of the weather without. 
The sound of approaching voices first roused her firom 
her discontented reverie ; and, as she looked hastily 
round, she perceived her papa and Frank coming 
down the hill. 

Mr Harrington expressed surprise at finding her 
alone so far firom the house, and objected to her pro- 
ceeding fiirther, laying some blame on Miss Morton 
for not having accompanied her. 'Dora's ill-humour 
did not interfere with her usual quick sense of justice; 
and lately she had become peculiarly sensible to the 
habit which prevailed at Enmierton, of making Miss 
Morton bear the burden of other people's fiiults : per- 
haps, too, some compunction for having occasionally 
been guilty of the same ofience, though not in an equal 
degree, made her now very desirous of explaining the 
truth. Mr Harrington was easily satisfied ; he had 
rather an interest in Miss Morton ; she was so quiet 
and unobtrusive, and lady-like, and never troubled him 
with complaints : but he insisted upon Frank's accom- 
panying his sister, if she still wished to go farther ; 
and though Dora declared there was no doubt of 
meeting Miss Morton in a few minutes, he would not 
hear of her being left alone : and Frank, much against 
his inclination, was obliged to remain. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

" We had better go at once to the cottage, Frank," 
said Dora, when her &ther was gone ; " we shall be 
sure to find them there; and I daresay they have 
been kept longer than they intended, talking to old 
Stephen." 

" And who is Stephen?" said Frank. 

*' Oh, I am sm'e I don't know," replied Dora; 
'< only an old sort of servant of grandpapa's, who 
always has the gout. He was steward, I believe, 
once : I never troubled my head much about him ; 
but Amy talks a good deal of him." 

^' And what niakes you go and see him, then I" 
said Frank. 

'^ Nothing at all, but because I wanted something 
to do, and Amy and Miss Morton were gone, and I 
could not bear staying at home with Miss Cunning- 
ham." 

" How you sigh I Dora," said Frank ; " and how 
grave you look. I don't think you have laughed 
heartily once since I came home." 

'^ There is nothing to make one laugh that I can 
see," said Dora, '^ in this gloomy old place, and the 
dull cold weather." 

" We were never dull at Wayland," replied Frank ; 
** and the weather was much worse there last winter 
than it is now." 

" Well, I don't know what it is," said Dora ; " but 
every body is grown so cross here, there is no bearing 
it ; and it is not at all like Christmas time." 

" Wait till Monday," answered Frank ; " we shall 

VOL. I. X 
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be merry enough then: the young Domfords are 
coming here quite early, that we may have some 
skating on the lake." "* 

"Young Domfords, indeed!" exchdmed Dora: 
" what good will that be to me ? I shall not skate.** 

^^ But you used to like watching us," said Frank, 
in a disappointed tone. 

" Times are changed," answered Dora, shortly ; 
" I shall not like it now." 

Frank turned away from his sister, and walked 
some paces off, thinking all the time how disagreeable 
she was, and how much pleasanter the walk home 
with his papa would have been. His own disposition 
was so happy, that he could neither understand nor 
endure one which was the reverse, and Dora's age 
and character made him always feel rather in awe ; so 
that he could not tell her, what he saw was the fact, 
that the &ult of every thing lay in herself and her 
own discontent. Silently and sulkily Dora walked on 
to the cottage : as they passed the window, she had a 
fall view of what was going on within ; and as she 
looked, her feeling of dissatisfaction increased. The 
room was small but extremely neat, and ornamented 
with a few prints and pictures, and some wooden 
shelves, on which were ranged all Stephen's most 
valuable treasures — a large Bible, in two volumes, 
which had descended to him from his grandfather, 
the Whole Duty of Man, given him by Mrs Herbert's 
mother, and several other books of a similar kind, all 
presents from different members of the family ; some 
curious old cups and saucers, presents likewise, a 
wooden knife made from the horn of the first buck 
which he had seen killed, the handle of the first whip 
he had used when he became coachman at Enmierton, 
and, above all, the leading rein with which he had 
taught all the young gentlemen and ladies to ride. 
There was a story attached to each of these relics ; 
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and Amy, though she had heard them & hundred times, 
still listened with pleasure as they were repeated again 
and again : and when Dora looked, she saw her seated 
on a low stool by Stephen's side, with her hand rest- 
ing on his knee, while he was explaining to Miss 
Morton how nearly Mr Harrington had met with a 
serious accident when he first mounted his Shetland 
pony. There was poverty in the cottage (or what at 
least seemed such to Dora), and sickness, and pain, 
for Stephen had been very ill, and was even then 
suffering considerably; and yet she could not look 
upon it without something like a feeling of envy. 
Stephen was resigned to his illness, and grateful for 
its alleviation. Amy had forgotten herself entirely, 
and was watching with delight the interest Emily 
Morton took in hearing her old Mend talk ; and Emily 
was thinking of the many blessings which God has 
granted to soften the trials of life, and was learning a 
lesson of cheerful resignation, which none but herself 
would have imaged she required. Dora was young, 
and she had never been taught to think ; but there was 
something in the general appearance of the cottage, 
and in the expression of the old man's countenance, 
which spoke more forcibly than any words. She had 
youth, health, and riches ; he had age, sickness, and 
poverty : how was it that he could smile while she 
sighed, that he could be grateful when she was dis- 
contented ? She did not put the question into words, 
but the feeling was so painful that she could not wait 
to think about it, and hastily knocking at the door, 
hardly waited for an answer before she entered. Amy 
uttered an exclamation of surprise and pleasure ; and 
Stephen half rose from his seat to do honour to his 
unexpected visitor. 

*' I hardly thought ever to have seen you here. 
Miss Harrington," he said, trying to be cordial, and 
yet not able entirely to conceal his sense of the neglect 
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which he had experienced. « Tia i 

master came back to the HaU, and no^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^« 

ladies have found your wav h^r*^ v^r ^^^ youn<» 

to think it wasn't the feJon now S"^ *^e' ^ ^egaS 
used to be." ^^ *<* go about as it 

« Oh, I don't know" repUed Dora, ^k 
wdhngly have been indifferent to t>,« **** '*^0'dd 

she felt was implied; « your cottai ^P'***'^ which 
Step^n, and the days are getting ^h^ ^ ^ **ff' 

" So they are, so thev aiv " o^_ «»""«. 
;« 'tis all very true, Miss uSL^TT^ S*«Phen 5 
in the old times, people didn't th^k aiw«.* r^""*^<»w» 
short days -.-not that I mean to coii^Ji • ^ i*^' a°d 
know the Bible tells us we are norto^JS^f ^'^^ y«" 
former days were better than these '" ^^ ^^ ^^ 

" Here is my brother come to s^e von t^ » 
Dora, tummg to the door to look for Fm wt I ®*"^ 
lingered on the outside. « You can^ « ** ^*^ 
with him, for he only arrived on Thnrs.W » ^"^* 

"Master Frank!" exclaimed the oldiian «k-i 
his clear grey eyes were lighted up with 3^' 
expression of pleasure; « but you don't meaThTS 
here, only coming. ^^ ^® Js 

« No, not coming," said Amy; « really here- T 
saw him just now. -^ ^^ » -■■ 

Stephen tried to move from his chair in h" * 
tience to ascertain if her words were true ; butV"^^*" 
not able to walk without assistance, and sank V^lt 
again, with a half-uttered expression of regret, wVh 
made him the next instant murmur to himself « "^ 
God's will ; and 'tis fit we should leam to bear it '' 

« Here he is, really!" exclaimed Amy, as Dor 
re-entered the cottage, followed by Frank! "I * 
sure, Stephen, you did not quite believe us." 

Stephen only answered by taking Frank's hand in 
his, while, for a few moments, he fixed a deep, earnest 
gaze upon every feature of his countenance. 
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" Yes, it*8 like, very like,** at length he said, in a 
low voice, as if speaking to himself; '^ like his mother, 
like all her ^milj ; but I could have loved it better 
if it had been different." 

'^ Oh, Stephen !" exclaimed Amy, who had caught 
the words, notwithstanding the tone in which thej 
were spoken, " if you say so, Frank will think you 
are not glad to see him." 

" No," replied Stephen, " there was never one of 
the name of Harrington that could think that yet. 
Miss Amy. The young gentleman will learn soon 
enough that it does my very heart good to look at 
him ; but 'tis natural for an old man to think most of 
them that are gone : and, somehow, 'twas a foolish 
&ncy, but I thought that may be he might have his 
Other's face too ; but he hasn't, not half so much as 
the young lady there ; and she must be like Master 
£dward, for the people at the Hall tell me he was 
the very image of the master." 

Dora had moved to the window on the first allu- 
sion to her brother, but, struck with Stephen's manner, 
she now came forward, and said, " Do you remem- 
ber what any of us were like, Stephen, when we left 
Emmerton?" 

"Eemember!" repeated the old man. "Who 
wouldn't remember tiiose who were as his own chil- 
dren f Ah, Miss Harrington, 'twas a sad day when 
the master told me he was going ; but 'twould have 
been still more sad if I had known that there was one 
who was never to return." 

Dora tried to restrain the tears which glistened in 
her eyes"; and again she would have turned away, 
but Stephen prevented her. " And did you love him, 
then, so much?" he said, earnestly, forgetting, at the 
sight of her distress, the neglect and indifference 
which he had so much felt. " Ah, 'twas right and 
natural, for he was the flower of all ; and bitteir it 
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must have been to lose him, for 'twas your first sor- 
row ; but if Grod should spare you to live as many 
years as I have done, Miss Harrington, you will learn, 
when you lay your treasures in the cold earth, to 
thank God for taking them out of a sinful world." 

^^ It is hard for Miss Harrington to think so now, 
Stephen," said Miss Morton, fearing lest his words 
and manner might increase Dora's grief. '' At her 
age there is so much to hope for, that it is impos^ble 
to expect it." 

" And I don't expect it," said Stephen ; " I only 
tell her so now, that she may think of my words when 
I am gone : and I know that they are true, for I have 
felt it I had four once, and I loved them all as my 
own life. The master himself and the fiunily were 
not nearer to me, nor so near as they were ; and when 
the first of them was carried to his grave, I thought 
that my heart would have broke : but Gk)d gave me 
to think better afterwards, for he sent me many a 
hard trial ; and so, when my spirit was turned in a 
manner from the earth, he called for aU the rest, one 
after another; and I watched them till the hour of their 
death, and heard that their trust was in him; and then 
I laid them to their rest, and blessed him for his mercy, 
for I knew that sickness and sorrow might knock at 
my door, but they could never knock at theirs." 

There was a moment's pause after the old steward 
had spoken, for none but Miss Morton entirely un- 
derstood his meaning: even Amy, though she had 
often heard him talk in the same way before, thought 
it strange ; and she stood looking in his face, and 
wondering whether it could be possible for herself or 
her cousins ever to feel like him. Stephen smiled as 
he watched the expression of her countenance. " You 
don't half believe me. Miss Amy," he said, " any more 
than I believed you when you said the young gentle- 
man was come to see me : and, perhaps, 'tis as well 
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you don't ; only 'tis fit for us all to think betimes that 
we are not to stay here for ever, and to expect to find 
things hard as we grow old ; for so we leam to look 
above, and* then it may be God may see good to spare 
lis a long trial, and call us early to himself." 

" To die !" exclaimed Amy, in a half-frightened 
tone. 

" It sounds hard," said Stephen ; " and yet Grod 
only knows how great a blessing it may be. But you 
need not look so sad, Miss Aniy, the time may be 
very far off; and when it comes, you may have learnt 
to tiiink like me ; and there may be many a happy 
day in store for you all, only it may be near too, — 
aye, near even to that little one there, who looks as if 
she had never known what sickness was." 

Amy looked at Rose ; and certainly it did seem 
more difficult than ever to believe the truth of 
Stephen's words. She had left the rest of the party, 
not carmg for what was passing, and was standing by 
the door, amusing herself with the antics of a young 
kitten, as it tried to catch the piece of cork which she 
held just out of its reach. Her bonnet had fallen 
back, and her bright chesnut hair hung in clustering 
ringlets about her neck ; the glow of health and hap- 
piness was on her cheek, and her dark eyes sparkled 
^th deUght, and her Utde hands were clapped in 
ecstacy at every fresh movement of the kitten ; and, 
as Stephen spoke, she burst into a merry laugh, when 
the tiny animal, showing unusual agility, seized upon 
the cork, and, to her great surprise, carried it off in 
triumph. 

" You will make us all melancholy, Stephen," 
said Miss Morton, as she watched the thoughtful 
expression of Dora's face. " My little pet has never 
known an hour's real illness from the day of her birth, 
so we will not begin fearing for her now." 

" No,' not fear," replied Stephen; "only," he 
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added, in a lower tone, '^ 'tis an angel's &ce ; and at 
times I have thought that it was fitter for heaven than 
for earth. But I didn't mean," he continued, aloud, 
<< to talk about such grave things just the first day of 
the young gentleman's visit : it isn't my way, Master 
Frank, in genesal, and so you shall know if you will 
come and see me again ; and please God I get strong 
upon my legs, I shall hope to show you a good many 
things I've got together down here. There's the goats, 
that are as tame as children, and the old hunter that's 
been turned out to grass for these half-dozen years, — 
there isn't such another beauty in all the country 
round; and then there are the ponies that I had 
brought firom the hills to train for the young ladies, 
— ^may-be you'd like to see them now ; my grand- 
daughter will show you where they are." 

Frank, who had felt strange and uncomfortable 
during the last quarter of an hour, gladly seized upon 
the idea, and the whole party immediately proceeded 
to inspect the ponies, followed by Stephen's lamenta- 
tions that he could not exhibit them himself. Frank 
was just beginning to fancy he understood the merits 
and demerits of horses, and therefore examined them 
with a critical eye, and with every wish to show his 
knowledge by finding fiiult : but there was very little 
to be said against them : in colour and shape, they 
were almost perfect of their kind ; and Frank's ad- 
miration, and Dora's earnest entreaties that they 
might be sent immediately to the Hall to be tried, 
soon recompensed Stephen for the disappointment he 
had at first felt respecting them. " To be sure they 
are very well," was his reply to Amy's question, if he 
did not think them more beautifiil than any he had 
ever seen before ; " but they don't come up to the old 
ones. Miss Amy. There was the chesnut, that your 
own mamma used to ride when she was no bigger 
than you ; that was worth looking at ; not but what 
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these are very well, — ^very well indeed, for those who 
never saw any better." 

" Ah ! Stephen, that is so tiresome of you," ex- 
claimed Amy, half laughing and half vexed ; '^ you 
always will bring up something or other to make one 
discontented ; you never can think that any thing 
now is as good as it used to be." 

" Well, so it is," said Stephen : " and when you 
come to my age. Miss Amy, you'll feel the same; 
not but what there is one thing which I like better 
now than all, and that's your own dear little merry 
face : 'tis always a comfort to look at it ; and in the 
old times I didn't want comfort as I do now." 

"And Dora, and Frank, and Margaret, will all 
come and see you now," said Amy, " and Miss 
Morton and Rose too. You will have so many 
visitors, Stephen, I am afraid you will get tired of 
them." 

" The3rTl be welcome — all welcome, at all hours," 
answered Stephen, " any of the femily ; and if, please 
God, the Colonel should come back, as they say he 
will, why I think I shall begin my life over again, — 
'twill all seem so old and natural." 

Amy's eyes brightened at the idea. " I want some 
one to tell me how long it will be before he can be 
here," she said, "that I may count the days; but 
they all say it is uncertain, and I must not think 
about it ; but I do think about it all d^y long, and 
80 does mamma, though she does not say much." 

"'Twill be a blessed day," said Stephen, "when 
it does come ; and if it please God, I pray that I 
may live to see it. Sometimes I have thought I 
could die more happy if I could see young madam 
smile as she used to do." 

" Well, Stephen," interrupted Frank, who was 
becoming impatient, "you will send the ponies up 
the first thing to-morrow, won't you I No, not to- 
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morrow, though: to-morrow is Sunday; let them 
come up to-night." 

" Why, Frank," said Dora, " what good can that 
do ? Monday morning will be quite early enough. ; 
you cannot possibly try them before." 

'^ But 'tis his wish, Miss Harrington," said Stephen, 
^* and 'tis the first thing he has asked of me : so, if 
there's no offence to you, 'twould be a pleasure to me 
to have them up at the Hall to-night ; aad one of the 
grooms can quite easily come to fetch them." 

Frank's smile spoke his thanks ; and Dora, pleased 
at any thing which made his holidays happier than 
she had feared they would be, took a most cordial leave 
of Stephen, and left his cottage in a much better 
mood than she had entered it. 

" I think," she said to Amy, as they walked home, 
<' that there must be something very pleasant in going 
to visit poor people when they are comfortably off, 
like Stephen ; they must be so glad to see one, and 
there is nothing to make one melancholy ; but I can't 
say I should like getting into those dirty holes which 
some people have such a £Buicy for." 

" Oh ! Dora," exclaimed Amy, " I can't think any 
one really likes dirty holes, as you call them ; but, you 
know, if no one were to look after them, there would 
be nothing done for the people who live in them." 

" But why do they live there I " said Dora ; " why 
don't they have neat cottages like Stephen's, and 
look cheerful, and be grateftd for what is given 
them ? I have heard people say that it is all their 
own fault being so miserably off, and that there is no 
good in doing any thing for them." 

" Only," replied Amy, " a good many people have 
no work, and then of course they have nothing to 
live on," 

"How do you know!" asked Dora; "do you 
ever go and see any of them but Stephen ?" 
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" Oh dear, yes!" replied Amy, in a tone of sur- 
prise ; " all the people in the village I know quite 
well: mamma always takes me with her to their 
cottages." 

" And does aunt Herbert like going f" said Dora. 

" Yes, very much, except when she is tired and 
iU : but she goes.just the same ; and they are so fond 
of her." 

Dora looked thoughtful, and said that it must be a 
great deal of trouble. 

" Sometimes it is," said Amy ; " but mamma 
always seems better when she cotnes back." 

" There is not any thing done for rich people when 
they are unhappy," said Dora; "no one thinks of 
trying to give them pleasure." 

"Do you think that is quite the case?" asked 
Miss Morton. " I should have said that there was 
care and kindness shown to every one every day of 
their lives." 

** Not to me," said Dora, " excepting, of course, 
from papa and mamma." 

" I fear," said Miss Morton, " we should be very 
badly off if our parents' care were all that we had to 
depend on." 

" I know what you mean," replied Dora, thinking 
for a moment ; " but then the blessings which God 
sends are so different from the trouble which people 
say rich persons ought to take about the poor. Of 
course, he can do every thing." 

" Yes," said Miss Morton ; " and when we think 
of his infinite power, we can hardly imagine that his 
actions can be any example for us ; but there was a 
time when he condescended to live upon the earth ; 
and we do not find then that he shrunk from taking 
trouble, as we call it, to do good." 

Dora was silent and uncomfortable ; she was be- 
ginning to get a &unt notion of the extent of her 
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duties, and of the care and thought which she ought 
to bestow upon her fellow-creatures as well as herself; 
and she turned from the idea in something like despair, 
fearing that it would be quite useless to attempt fbl- 
filling them. 

Amj watched her, and saw that something was 
amiss; and leaving Miss Mortoo, she -went to the 
other side, and put her hand within her cousin'^ 
without speaking. 

The action was understood; and again Dora felt 
self-reproach, as she noticed the gentle consideration 
of one so young, and thought of her own pride and 
selfishness. '^I should like to go with jou some 
day/* she said, " when aunt Herbert takes you 
amongst the cottagers, just to know what you say to 
them, and how you behave." 

" I never say any thing," replied Amy, " except, 
perhaps, just to ask them if they are better ; but I 
like hearing mamma talk to them." 

'^ But there can be nothing said that you can care 
about," observed Dora. 

" Yes, indeed, there is, generally," answered Amy. 
'' I like to hear about all their children, and I like to 
hear them tell mamma about their being ill and poor : 
I don't mean that I wish them to be ill and poor, but 
it is very nice to see how mamma comforts them ; 
and it gives me pleasure to hear her talk to Mr Walton 
about them ; and when I go home, the Cottage always 
seems so much larger and more comfortable than it 
did before ; I never wish then that we had a larger 
house and more servants." 

" And do you ever wish so now?" asked Dora. 

Amy blushed, but answered without hesitation : 
" I am afraid I do wish it very often ; but I know it 
is so wrong that it makes me very unhappy," 

"Wrong ! " exclaimed Dora ; " how can it be wrong? 
Every one in the world wishes for something or an- 
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iher ; not that you would be one bit better off, Amy, 
' you were to live at Emmerton to-morrow ; at least 
think you are much happier than I am." 
** Mamma says the same," replied Amy, " and of 
' ourse she knows best ; only it does not seem so : but 
know it is wicked in me to indulge such feelings." 
** That is so siUy," said Dora : " how can it be 
\ kicked when every body has them ? Don't you think 
' " low, Emily, that every one wishes for something better 
lian what they possess f " 
"^ ** Yes," repKed Miss Morton ; " but some persons 
''.nrish for things that are right and good, and others 
'^ for those which are wrong, and this makes all the 
-' difference." 

^' There can be no harm in houses and servants," 
'-'^^ said Dora. 

" Only," said Miss Morton, " that they are apt to 

^ make us think proudly of ourselves, and despise those 

'-■ 'who are without them ; and that at our baptism we 

promised to renounce the pomps and vanities of the 

'■^- world." 

" Then what would you have people think of and 
-^ : long for f " asked Dora. 

Amy looked at her cousin with a slight feeling of 

-'"_, surprise at the question; but Miss Morton did not 

' . appear to consider it strange, for she answered imme- 

, j^ diately : " I think if persons were quite good as they 

' J ought to be, all their wishes would be for the blessings 

;- r. which are promised us in the Bible, and that they 

; "1 would care no more for earthly grandeur than a person 

-''^' who is passing through a foreign country does for 

what he may see there, when he has much better 

^i^^ things at home." 

f[^ *' What," exclaimed Dora, " not think about hav- 

^ ing comfortable houses and pretty places, and plenty 

ji of money ! we might just as well all be poor at once." 

^h u Perhaps," said Miss Morton, "you may remember 

VOL. I, T 
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a verse in the New Testament, which says, tiiat the 
poor are blessed. It is very hard to belieye, bat if the 
Bible tells us so, it must be true." 

*' That is just what mamma would say," observed 
Amy ; " but I don't think I quite like to hear grown-up 
people talk so, because I am sure it is right to think 
it ; and yet it seems quite impossible, and as if it would 
make one always melancholy; only you are not melan- 
choly," she added, looking at Miss Morton. 

'^ It would not be possible for any one at your age 
to feel like a grown-up person who has had a great 
many trials," replied Emily ; <^ but it is quite right for 
you to try at once to overcome your longing for gran- 
deur and riches, because it is one of the lessons which 
we are sent into the world to learn, and one of the best 
ways of learning it, is by doing what Miss Harrington 
mentioned just now, — going amongst poor people, I 



mean." 



'^ I don't see what that has to do with it," said 
Dora. 

" K the poor people we visit are happy," replied 
Emily, '^ we shall see that God has given them plea- 
sures quite independent of those we value so much, 
and we shall learn to think them of less importance ; 
and if they are unhappy, we shall thank God for hav- 
ing placed us in a different situation ; and whatever 
may be our trials, we shall bear them with far greater 
patience, when we see what the poor are forced to 
endure. A visit to a sick person, in want, will o^n 
do more to make us contented and grateM than all 
the sermons that ever were preached." 

" Do you really think so?" said Dora gravely : " I 
wonder whether it would make me happier." 

" Will you try?" asked Miss Morton, eagerly, 
" will you, if Mrs Harrington has no objection, go with 
me some day, and see the poor people ? Mr Walton 
has often said he wished you woulcL" 
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** Oh, Dora! do go," exclaimed Amy : "I should 

"be so delighted if you knew them all, as maimna and 

I do." 

" I don't know," answered Dora : " mamma will 

ol]»ject, I am sure." 

" But just try," persisted Amy : " never mind if she 

cloes say no ; tiiere is no harm in asking." 

<' Ah ! but mamma's ^ no,' is different from aunt 

Herbert's," replied Dora : ^^ it always means she is 

angry." 

Amy felt this was true, and could not urge her 
cousin to do what she knew would be so alarming to 
herself; and Miss Morton's experience of Dora's dis* 
position was sufficient to render her aware, that to 
xirge any thing was the most certain method of making 
her determine upon not doing it. She, therefore, was 
silent, and the conversation dropped, for they had now 
nearly reached the Hall; but it did notpass from Dora's 
mind : it had given her a new idea of duty, and a hope 
of increased pleasure and interest, in a way which was 
not only innocent but good ; and before she again met 
Miss Morton she had determined upon making the 
request to her mamma, that she might be allowed to 
go into the village, even at the risk of encountering 
her awful frown, and very decided "No." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

The visit to Stephen's cottage had so engrossed Amy's 
mind, that she had for the time entirely forgotten 
Miss Cunningham and the dance, and even the dread 
of Mr.Cunningham's conversation; but when the even- 
ing came, and they were to appear in the drawing- 
room, she felt a considerable degree of trepidation, and 
dressed herself much more reluctantly than usual, 
lingering in her room, in her anxiety to delay the aw^ 
moment, till she found that her cousins had left her to 
go down stairs alone. Mrs Herbert was tired, and 
proposed remaining by herself all the evening ; and 
there was, therefore, no alternative for Amy, but to 
summon all her courage, and earnestly hope that no 
one would take any notice of her. This hope, how- 
ever, was vain, for Mr Cunningham perceived her 
instantly, and seemed as much detennined as before 
to enter into conversation. Perhaps he might have 
had more compassion, had he known what was pass- 
ing in Amy's mind, and how anxiously she longed to 
be seated by Dora, at the other end of the room ; but 
he was so accustomed to be understood by his own 
family, that he was not aware of the pain he inflicted 
upon strangers, especially upon a shy, timid child, and 
his only wish was, to take notice of one whom he 
fancied others, and especially his sister, were inclined 
to neglect. Amy stood by his side, blushing and 
trembhng, and trying to understand, and feeling reafly 
grateful for his kindness in troubling himself about h^, 
but, at the same time, strongly inclined to laugh, as 
she watched his strange grimaces. Once, however, she 
caught Margaret's eye, and saw her slily attempting to 
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imitate him, fmd in an instant she recovered herself, 
and making a greater effort to comprehend what he 
was saying, soon found it comparatively easj. After 
a few observations on indifferent subjects, Mr Cunning- 
ham made some inquiries about Colonel Herbert; 
and Amy's heart was quite won when he told her 
that he recollected him before he went to India, and 
that every one loved and esteemed him, and that 
he looked forward now with much pleasure to his 
return ; and she then ventured to ask the question to 
which she had not been able hitherto to obtain an 
answer — ^how long it would be before her papa could 
arrive. Mr Cunningham, with great good-nature, 
began calculating probabilities ; and Amy was more 
than recompensed for her previous attention, when he 
said that, now the insurrection was over, there was no 
doubt Colonel Herbert would be able to leave India 
immediately, and that, probably, he would be with them 
almost as soon as a letter could reach them to announce 
his return ; he might even be in England before they 
heard from him ; and as he spoke. Amy turned to 
the door on the entrance of a servant, with a vague 
fancy that even then her &.ther might be near. Her 
cousins observed, with surprise, the notice that was 
taken of her ; Dora felt pleasure, and Margaret envy; 
for she recollected her conversation in the morning, 
and already began to imagine that Amy would be put 
before her in every thing; but Miss Cunningham 
would have disliked it more than any one, if she had 
not been occupied in watching for an opportunity to 
speak to her papa upon the subject of the danoe. 
Margaret had suggested that it would be an inconve- 
nient moment ; but Miss Cunningham never allowed 
time or propriety to interfere with her wishes, and 
eagerly seizing Lord Rochford's arm as he finished his 
conversation with Mr Harrington, she drew him aside, 
and in an audible whisper commenced her entreaties. 
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Lord Bochford listened, and smiled, and patted her 
shoulder, and called her his pet and his darling, but at 
first did not seem quite inclined to agree with her, and 
all that she could obtain was the promise that he would 
think about it. This, however, did not satisfy her 
impatience, and she declared she would not let him 
go till he had really promised to mention it. liord 
Bochford saw the impropriety of the idea, and the 
objections which Mr and Mrs Harrington might very 
naturaUy make to it ; but his daughter's will was all 
powerful with him, and he hesitated, and half con- 
sented, and then looked at Mrs Harrington, and re- 
tracted, till Miss Cunningham, seeing her advantage, 
became so very m^ent that the attention of every one 
was directed to her. Mrs Harrington could not help 
perceiving that the subject under discussion was one 
in« which she was interested, yet she sat immovable, 
with her eyes fixed upon her work, thinking it con- 
trary to all the rules of propriety to interfere ; but Mr 
Hanrington was not so particular. 

^^ You have a most indefatigable petitioner there,'' 
he said, as he caught Lord Bochford's eye. ^^ I wonder 
you have not yielded long ago, from mere weariness." 

*' Clever girl, clever girl," said Lord Bochford : 
" knows her own power ; but it is not my af&ir, or 
she would have had her own way before this, I am 
afraid." 

'^ Miss Cunningham looks as if it were something 
in which I am concerned," said Mr Harrington. '^I 
should be most happy to give her pleasure." 

" Yes, now, did I not say so, papa!" exclaimed 
Miss Cunningham. " I knew Mr Harrington could 
have no objection. It is only that we all want a dance 
this Christmas, like evOTy one else. There is the hall, 
which will do so beautfiully for it, and every one will 
enjoy it so much; and I brought a dress here on 
purpose.'* 
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Dora's countenance betrayed her vexation, when 
she found herself included in the general " we," and 
she turned with anxiety to her mother's, when the 
proposition was made. Mrs HarriBgton stiU kept her 
eyes on her embroidery, and appeared not to remark 
what was passing ; but Dora saw that she bit her lip, 
and contracted her brow, and she well knew that a 
storm was at hand. Mr Harrington only looked grave 
and pained. 

" I do not think," he said, ^^ this is quite the time 
for such an entertainment ; and I should have hoped 
that Dora and Margaret's feelings would have pre- 
vented their wishing it. It is a different thing having 
a few friends in the house, to whom we are desirous 
of showing a little attention, and giving such a party 
as YOU mention. Even if we felt the inclination, 
vrhich we are very far from doing, common propriet;; 
would be against it." 

This was rather too long a speech for Miss Cun- 
ningham to listen to attentively; but she discovered 
that it meant ^^ no ;" and, unmindful of the annoyance 
expressed in Lord Rochford's &ce, and his muttered 
"Yes, yes, to be sure, I told her so: girls are so 
obstinate," she hardly waited till it was ended, before 
she was at Mrs Harrington's side, asking her most 
earnestly to consent. 

Mro Harrington slowly raised her eyes from her 
work, and, in a voice which sounded in Dora's ears 
like the murmuring roll of distant thunder, begged to 
be informed what it was .she wished her to do. 

" To have a dance," exclaimed Miss Cunningham, 
even then feeling but little doubt of her success : " a 
delightful dance in the hall; just such a one as Sir 
Frftncis Egerton gave, at Tweeddale Park last year." 

" And may I ask," inquired Mrs Harrington calmly, 
" who Sir Francis Egerton is, and why his actions 
are to be an example to me ? " 
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w Ob, lie is a cousin of ours," replied Miss Cnn- 
ningbam. " Mary Egerton is just my age ; and she 
opened tbe ball.'* 

"Indeed! then, in my opinion, she would have 
been mucb better employed with her studies in the 
Bcbool-Toom." 

" You cannot really be in earnest," persisted Miss 
Cunningbam : " it was the most charming thing in 
tbe worid ; and every one was so happy/* 

"Very probably," repHed Mrs Harrington, again 
retuniing to ber work. 

« Tbat is so kind of you," said Miss Cunningham : 
"then you wiU have no objection. When shall it 
bet" 

« Never, with my consent," answered Mrs Harring- 
ton, rising in extreme indignation at what she consi- 
dered impertinence and want of feeling. «« My daugh- 
ters have been strangely forgetfol to allow such a 
thing to be mentioned. Dora, at your age, I should 
have thought you would have known better." 

Dora instantly commenced an excuse, but stopped 

short in the middle, feeling the awkwardness of laying 

all the blame upon her sister, ^and her visitor : and 

Mrs Harrington, who had at first listened with the 

quiet determined air of a person resolved beforehand 

to accept no apology, turned from her, and began 

assuring Lord Eochfbrd that she was quite aware 

that Miss Cunningham had nothing reaUy to do with 

the business — she merely acted as spokeswoman for 

the rest : of course no young lady of her age would 

venture to make suggestions of the kind without 

being supported by others ; adding, « I blame my 

own children, not her." cv r. ^ 

This was more than Amy could endure. She had 

been standing by Mr Cunningham's side during the 

discussion, with all the unpleasant sensations of being 

herself guilty ; and her colour went and came, in tho 
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dread every moment that her aunt would include her 
in the reprimand. Margaret had quitted the room 
upon the first symptom of a storm ; and there was no 
one but herself to vindicate Dora. It was a great 
efTort, but she felt that it must be made ; and, walking 
up to Mrs Harrington, she said in a low frightened 
voice, '^ Indeed, aunt, I heard Dora, at dinner-time, 
telling them you would not like it." 

" That is right," said Mr HaiTington : " never let 
any one be accused unjustly. I was sure Dora could 
not wish it. As for Margaret, she is so young and 
thoughtless, that it is not to be wondered at." 

" It is all very well," said Mrs Harrington, who^as 
far too angry to allow of any justification: '^ but Dora 
should have prevented its being named. She is the 
eldest ; and Amy, too, though so much younger, is 
quite old enough to know better." 

Poor Amy, for the moment, heartily repented having 
spoken, and returned to her former position with the 
thought that she had only made matters worse by 
inteifering ; but she remembered afterwards that she 
meant to do rightly, and that it was better to be blamed 
wrongly than really to be in &ult. Miss Cunningham, 
in the meanwhile, satisfied ^th finding that she had 
escaped censure, cared little what any one else might 
be feeling, and carelessly taking up a book of prints 
which lay upon the table, began turning over the 
leaves with an indifferent air, much to the increase of 
Mrs Harrington's anger, which was in reality as 
much directed against her as against her own daughters, 
though politeness had induced her to conceal it. 

The pause that ensued was felt by every one to be 
extremely awkward. Mr Cunningham wished to make 
some excuse for his sister ; but his nervous anxiety 
rendered his articulation more difiicult than usucd, 
and after several efforts he coloured deeply, and gave 
up the attempt. 



250 AMY HEBBEBT. 

Lord Rochford fidgeted, first on one foot and then 
on the other, and at last walked across the room, to 
get out of the reach of Mrs Harrington, who still stood 
looking as if she considered some one ought to make 
apologies ; and seeing that something was expected 
from him, returned again to say that it was a thought- 
less thing, perhaps, of the young people, but it would 
not do to be too hard upon them ; they meant no 
harm. 

"The excuse for everything," was all Mrs Har- 
rington's reply ; and Lord Rochford moved away with 
thoughts which it would have been uncivil to utter. 

" Come," exclaimed Mr Harrington, feeling rather 
ashamed that so much had been said : " I quite agree 
with Lord Rochford, that no harm was intended. You 
know, Charlotte, they could not be expected to feel as 
you and I do ; and besides, after all, we had thought of 
giving them something like an evening's amusement, 
Qiough not quite what Miss Cunningham proposed. 
There is a celebrated conjuror just arrived in the 
neighbourhood, and we had setUed that he should 
come here on Wednesday to exhibit, if the young 
people fiancied it ; and then afterwards, if they choose 
to get up a quadrille just amongst themselves, I dare- 
say Miss Morton will play to them." 

Amy felt very much relieved at the turn which this 
was likely to give to the conversation, though she little 
cared what amusement was proposed, if she could only 
see her aunt resume her seat and her work ; but Mrs 
Harrington appeared to be struck by the idea of a tresh. 
person with whom to find fiiult, for she repeated 
quickly to herself " Emily Morton I yes, she ought to 
have prevented it," and immediately left the room. 
Her absence at once caused a sensation of freedom and 
relief. Miss Cunningham, though inclined to imagine 
that conjuring tricks were rather vulgar, still felt suffi- 
cient curiosity to make some inquiries about thorn ; 
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and Amy, to whom all things of the kind were entirely 
new, began expressing her pleasure to Dora, and when 
Mrs Harrington returned, followed by Miss Morton, 
the storm had apparently passed away. Miss Morton's 
countenance was as gentle and calm as usual ; but 
there was a slight nervous agitation in her manner, 
which Amy had learnt to notice as the consequence of 
one of Mrs Harrington's lectures ; and, when, at Lord 
Kochford's request, she sat down to the pi^no, to 
perform her thankless task of playing and singing for 
the general amusement, her voice trembled so much 
as to oblige her to give up the song which had been 
asked for, and only attempt an instrumental piece. 

Amy stole quietly to her side, and with a look and 
voice which were failj understood, asked if she might 
be allowed to stand by her and turn over the leaves. 
There was a tear in Miss Morton's eye, though she 
smiled and thanked her, but Amy's attention gave her 
at that moment all that she required — the consciousness 
that some one was near who could feel for her ; and 
in a short time she had recovered her self-command. 

" Who was it I heard playing the airs in the last 
new opera this morning f said Mr Harrington, when 
Miss Morton had finished her piece : '^ whoever it was 
seemed to me to be getting on extremely well." 

Amy was going to answer, but Miss Cunning- 
ham prevented her. " I was trjiag them over after 
dinner," she said ; ^' but I had never seen them 
before, and therefore of course I made one or two &lse 
notes." 

"Oh!" exclaimed Dora, "there must be some 
mistake : for if you remember, you were at the piano 
just before I went out for my walk, and I heard you 
say you found them so difficult, you wondered any 
one could take the trouble to learn them. It must 
have been Amy — she has been regularly practising 
them." 
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^^ I don't know, indeed," replied Miss Cunningham, 
angrily ; " I never heard her.** 

" I daresay Dora may be wrong," said Mr EEarring- 
ton — " suppose you were to favour us now." 

Mss Cunningham hesitated a little ; but her self- 
confidence induced her to make the attempt, though it 
did not prevent her from blimdering so sadly, that Mr 
Cunningham, in despair at the discordant sounds, at 
length walked to the piano, closed the book, and said 
in a low stem voice, " Fray, Lucy, spare us any more 
— ^you must have known you could not play it in the 
least" There was no reply ; for Miss Cunningham 
feared and respected her brother more than any one in 
the world, and saw that he was very much annoyed. 
Mr Harrington began to make excuses for her, and wbs 
unwilling &at Amy should play instead ; but he was 
forced to yield to Mr Cunningham's wish, and she 
was sent to the instrument; and, notwithstanding her 
alarm, satisfied every one that her talent for music was 
of a very superior kind. Even Lord Bochford, though 
vexed at his daughter's fidlure, could not help exclaim- 
ing, "Very good, very good, indeed — very correct 
time — ^who taught her, Harrington t" 

" Her mamma was her only instructress for several 
years," replied Mr Harrington ; " but latterly IVEss 
Morton has taken her in hand, and I must say she does 
her infinite credit." 

" Yes, certainly," said Lord Eochford, " very great 
credit, indeed. "What should you say, Lucy, to per- 
suading Mrs Harrington to let you benefit a little by 
Miss Morton now, as a preparation for London? She 
would improve you, I daresay, even in these few days, 
and then when we were in London, she might give 
you some hints as she saw you wanted them." 

" Really," said Mrs Harrington, who thought this 
a very strange mode of appropriating the time and 
talents which were intended for the benefit of her own 
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children, ^ it is quite useless to form any plans for 
London : I have every reason to be satisfied with the 
progress my children are making in the country, and 
shall not tlunk of London masters at present ; I have 
expressed my determination to your lordship in a very 
decided way from the first." 

'< True, quite true," replied Lord Rochford, feeling 
that the reftisal had been very decided; ^^ only people 
change : but we won't talk of London, you don't wish 
it, I see ; but I should like this young lady to hear 
Lucy play over a piece or two while we are here." 

Miss Cunningham's countenance expressed any 
thing but amiability ; and she gave her &,ther a look 
which had often been found efficacious in preventing 
disagreeable plans, but his head was turned away, and 
she looked in vain ; and the next moment he was at 
Miss Morton's side, praising her music, and begging, 
as a great fiivour, that she would take a little pains 
with Lucy, and hear her play occasionally ; in fact, as 
Mr Harrington had said, take her in hajad for a few 
days. 

Dora could scarcely forbear smiling, as she observed 
the expression of Miss Cunningham's face — ^it told of 
pride, mortification, and anger ; and Amy noticed it 
also, but she was not amused ; she was sorry for both 
parties : for whatever might be Lucy Cunningham's 
disinclination to become Miss Morton's pupil, it cer- 
tainly could not exceed Emily Morton's unwillingness 
to become her instructress. Lord Rochford shared 
his daughter's dulness of perception ; and to complete 
the unpleasantness of the proposition, he spoke to 
Amy, hoping that she and Miss Cunningham would 
learn a few duets together. Poor Amy blushed, and 
tried, though with d^culty, to express acquiescence ; 
and Mrs Harrington, observing her hesitation, reproved 
her for her rudeness, and assured Lord Rochford that 
Dora and Margaret would practise with Miss Cunning- 
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liam whenever she wished it : it would be a mare con- 
venient arrangement, as Amy was only an occasional 
visitor; and though she had played tolerably well once, 
she had not received by any means the same advan- 
tages as her cousins. Amy could almost have cried 
with annoyance, but painfid as it was to be so nnder- 
valued and misunderstood on every occasion, it was, 
in this instance, a very useM lesson to her, for it pre- 
vented the indulgence of vanity at being brought for- 
ward in so unusual a manner ; and when she saw how 
Emily Morton was slighted, and remembered her 
meek uncomplaining temper, she could only feel vexed 
with herself for caring so much about it, and long 
to possess a spirit as humble as hers. The events of 
the evening, &ough trifling in themselves, were not so 
in their consequence. Miss Cunningham went to bed 
angry with her &ther, angry with herself, and, above 
all, angry with Emily Morton and Amy. Of the 
affair of Uie dance, she thought but little, for she was 
not aware that any blame had been attached to her ; 
but she had been foolish in attempting to play, and her 
&,ther still more so, she decided, in teasing her with les- 
sons, and making a ftiss about Miss Morton, instead of 
depreciating her, and so increasing the difficulties in the 
way of the London expedition. Amy had been made 
her rival, and had gained approbation which might 
have been hers, and, above all, had been noticed by Mr 
Cunningham, whose last words, as he wished his sister 
good night, were, that it would make him entirely 
contented to see her as sweet tempered, humble, and 
unaffected, as Amy Herbert. With these feelings the 
idea of their both going with the rest of the family to 
London in case Lord Bochford gained his point, was 
most provoking ; and very earnestly did Miss Cun- 
ningham hope that something might occur within the 
next two months to remove Emily Morton from Em- 
merton. In her abRence, Amy was too much of a 
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child to be cared for, but together, they would form 
a very considerable drawback to the pleasure she ex- 
pected ; and she thought it would be preferable to give 
up the journey at once, than to be continually troubled 
with Miss Morton as an instructress, and Amy Her- 
bert as an example. Amy went to her motiier as 
usual, not quite satisfied with hersell The first ela- 
tion had subsided, and she was aware of the evil 
feeling that had arisen in her mind, and at once 
acknowledged it to Mrs Herbert ; and then, referring 
to the dance, she wondered that Miss Cunningham 
could have been so blind to the impropriety of the 
suggestion. 

<* I should have thought, mamma," she said, <^ that 
Dora's face would have shown her she was wrong." 

'* It does not surprise me," replied Mrs Herbert, 
^' because the same thing happens continually with 
every one. Whatever we wish for we easily persuade 
ourselves is allowable." 

" But there cannot really be any harm in wishing, 
can there?" said Amy. 

<< Only so far harm as it is the seed of aU evil," 
answered her mother. " If our wishes were good, 
our actions would be good also." 

'< But there are a great many wishes which are 
neither good nor bad, mamma ; wishes, I mean, that 
are of no consequence." 

" I thmk that is a mistake, my dear : we are so 
ignorant that we never can tell whether even a passing 
thought may not be of consequence ; and with regard 
to our wishes, the moment we see that we shall not 
be permitted to indulge them, we must try and get rid 
of them." 

" I do not quite see why it is necessary," said 
Amy. 

" Because," replied her mother, " our will ceases 
then to be the same as the will of God. There is a 
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very fearful lesson given us in the Bible on this subject 
in the histoiy of Balaam. • He wished to go with the 
prince of Moab in the expectation of receiving a great 
reward, and God forbade him. EGs duty then was 
to conquer his inclination ; but, instead of this, he 
only obeyed outwardly, and still continued to wish, 
and at last he was permitted to follow his ovni way ; 
but we are told that the anger of God was kindled 
against him." 

'^ I see that he was wrong," said Amy,' '' but must 
we not wish for little things f " 

" If we were quite good, we should never do so, 
my love : we should see plainly that even the smallest 
events of our lives are ordered for our good ; and it is 
better to be^ with controlling our wishes in trifles, 
and then we shall not be led astray by them in great 
things. Of course there is no harm in vnshing for 
innocent things, as long as it is permitted us to enjoy 
them : but when they are put beyond our reach our 
wishes must cease." 

Amy was too tired to converse more ; but although 
she felt that the idea was a difficult one to realize, she 
did not the less resolve on putting it in practice. 
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